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PREFACE. 




HIS little volume is divided into 
two parts. The firft contains a 
tranflation of the concluding 
portion of Spitta's P falter und 
Harfe. The fecond confiflis of tranflations 
from favourite German hymn-writers, of whom 
Paul Gerhardt is the moft prominent. To 
thefe are added a few original hymns and ver- 
fions of the Pfalms, with the view of giving 
greater variety to the volume, and adapting it 
more to the purpofe for which it is defigned — 
viz., the edification of the family circle. 

Since I wrote the fliort fketch of Spitta's 
life in the preface to the firft feries of " Lyra 
Domeftica," a very interefting memoir of the 
author has appeared, from the pen of Dr. 
Miinkel, which I commend ftrotv^^ \a ^SNfc 



vi preface. 

pcrufal of fuch of my readers as are acquainted 
with the German language. They will, I 
think, like myfelf, be pleafed to find how 
completely the character of the man, as there 
delineated, correfponds with the impreflion 
which the hymns are calculated to convey. 
Thefe appear, in faft, to have been the fimple 
tranfcript of his own thoughts and feelings — 
the efFufion of a heart deeply imbued with the 
love of his Saviour, and anxious to imprefs 
upon others the blefled truths and experience 
from which he had derived fo much comfort 
and happinefs himfelf. 

" To the Lord," he fays, in a letter to a 
friend, ** I confecrate my life, my love, and like- 
wife my fong. His love is the one great theme 
of all my hymns ; to praife and exalt it worthily 
is the aim and longing defire of the Chriftian 
poet. He gave me fong, and I give it back 
to Him." 

The fecond colleftion of hymns here trans- 
lated was publifhed by Spitta in the year 1843, 
about ten years after the firft. They may 
therefore be confidered as the mature fruit 
of his Chriftian experience, as well as of his 
poetry. His biographer informs us that they 
were the laft he wrote. 

It only remains for me to exprefs my earneft 



preface. vii 

prayer that the blefling which has been fo 
abundantly granted to the original work in 
Germany may be in fome meafure vouchfafed 
to its Englifh reprefentative. 

R. M. 

Pulford: Dec. 21, 1863. 
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I WILL PRAISE THE LORD AT ALL 
TIMES. 

O language can exprefs, O Lord, 

How good Thou art and true ! 
Therefore with harp and tuneful chord 
I will my thanks renew. 

Thou dwelleft in Thy Ifrael, 
Enthroned 'mid praife and fong. 

And my full heart fhall alfo tell 
Thy praifes all day long. 

Touch heart and lip with a live coal 
From Thine own altar. Lord, 

That all Thy mercies to my foul 
I may with joy record. 
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Keep confbntly my heart and voice 
In tune to fing Thy praife. 

And let all thofe therein rejoice. 
Who liften to my lays. 

Yea, let them love Thee, and to Thee 
Sing hymns and praifes too. 

And fay to others, " Tafte and fee 
How good He is and true ! " 
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THOU HAST THE WORDS OF 

ETERNAL LIFE. John vi. 68. 

HOW bleft the hour. Lord Jefus, 

When we can to Thee draw near, 
Promifes fo fweet and precious 

From Thy gracious lips to hear ! 
Be with us this day to blefs us. 
That we may not hear in vain. 
With the faving truths imprefs us. 
Which the words of life contain. 

See us, eager for falvation. 

Sit, great Mafter, at Thy feet. 
And with breathlefs expedbtion 

Hang upon Thy accents fweet. 
Teach us how to draw a bleffing 

From the everlafling fount. 
And, fo fhort a life pofleffing. 

How to turn it to account. 

Teach us holy thoughts to cheriih. 

Teach us to be timely wife. 
Show us, ere our bodies perifli. 

How we may in Ipirit rife; 
Both in thought, and word, and doing. 

Seeking how to pleafe Thee beft. 
To the home our way purfuing. 

Where we hope at laft to reft. 
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Open Thou our minds, and lead us 

Safely on our heavenward way ; 
With the lamp of truth precede us. 

That we may not go aftray. 
Make us gentle, meek, and humble. 

And yet bold in doing right ; 
Scatter darknefs, left we ftumble : 

Men walk fafely in the light. 

In our hearts the love awaken 

Which within Thine own doth glow. 
That we may with truth unfhaken 

Cleave to Thee in weal and woe. 
Let us fhun no crofs, nor trial, 

Which has been impofed by Thee, 
Exercifing felf-denial 

For Thy fake moft cheerfully. 

Lord, endue Thy word from heaven 

With fuch light, and love, and power. 
That in us its iilent leaven 

May work on from hour to hour. 
Give us grace to bear our witnefs 

To the truths we have embraced. 
And let others both their fweetnefs 

And their quickening virtue tafte. 
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HE IS COME AMONG YOU. 




HOU, whofe coming feers and fages 

Long foretold to Ifrael, 
Haft appeared in thefe Jaft ages, 

Jefu Chrift, Emmanuel. 
O thou precious day of grace. 
Fraught with bleffings to our race ! 
None need now delpair of pardon. 
Bowed beneath a hopelefs burden. 

Simeon longed for Thy falvation ; 

David, rapt with holy fire. 
Poured forth ftrains of infpiration. 

As he fwept his royal lyre ; 
Righteous men and gifted feers 
Longed for Thee in bygone years. 
Some in filence, fome loud crying. 
Mingling prayers with tears and fighing. 

God be blefled, who hath granted 

In His grace to you and me. 
That for which fo many panted. 

Vainly hoped to hear and fee. 
Now God's counfel is revealed. 
And the vifion is unfealed : 
God hath heard your fupplication. 
And is come to bring falvation. 
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Though the Saviour long expedled 
Came to earth from His high throne. 

Sad He wanders and negleded. 
E'en received not by His own ; 

Men permit Him to pais by 

Without love or fympathy ; 

When He calls them, they regard not. 

And fin on, as though they heard not. 

And He knocks, impelled by pity. 
At the houfe of rich and poor. 

Who, in fpite of His entreaty. 
Turn Him rudely from the door. 

They who do not fee their fin 

Will not let the Saviour in ; 

For the whole need no phyfician. 

Satisfied with their condition. 



Know ye Him who came to fave us. 
By His heavenly Father fent. 

All we needed freely gave us. 
Bare Himfelf our punifhment ? 

Live ye always as they ought 

Whom His precious blood hath bought ? 

Are your names with thofe recorded, 

Whofe true love fhall be rewarded? 



Have you fuffered Him to win you ? 

Are you fubjedl to His will ? 
Is His kingdom formed within you ? 

Or do you refifl Him flill ? 
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Whom do ye your mafler call, 
Jefus Chrift or Belial? 
Raife to Chrift a loud Hofanna ! 
He alone is life's true manna. 

Joyfully we fing, Hofanna ! 

Blefled Saviour, enter in ; 
Feed us with the living manna, 

Cleanfe our hearts from every fin. 
See, we open wide the door ! 
Enter, to depart no more; 
Come, and let us now enthrone Thee 
In the hearts that long to own Thee. 

Sin, alas, hath long compelled us 
Her dread bidding to obey. 

And, both foul and body, held us 
Captive with refiftlefs fway; 

All our efforts have been vain 

To caft off her iron chain ; 

Thou, and Thou alone. Lord Jefus, 

Can ft from all our fins releafe us. 



Take Thy kingdom, wait no longer. 

Since to Thee it doth belong ; 
And He only who is ftronger 

Can releafe us from the flrong. 
Make us happy, God*s dear Son, 
Reap the fruit Thy love has won ; 
Till earth's furtheft reahns adore Thee, 
And her kings fall down before Thee. 
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LOVE NOT THE WORLD, NOR THE 
THINGS THAT ARE IN THE WORLD. 




IME haftens on, and as it wings its flight. 
Eternity draws nearer day by day : 
Say, doth this thought infpire thee with 

delight. 
Or fill thy foul withforrow and difmay ? 
Do vain regrets thy happinefs deftroy. 

And from thy bofom wring repeated fighs ? 
Or canft thou look with peaceful hope and joy 
On the blight profpeft which before thee lies ? 

Do all thy joys and pleafures fpring alone 

From the brief ipace wherein we move and live ? 
Haft thou the power and fweetnefs never known 

A better and eternal world can give? 
Are all thy wiflies centred on this earth ? 

Is heaven to thee a ftrange and unknown fhore ? 
Unhappy man ! What will this world be worth. 

When life departs, and death is at the door ? 

Suppofe thylelf arrived at that dread goal. 

Which all muft reach one day as well as thou; 
And afk thyfelf this queftion : '* O my foul. 

What can a life like this avail thee now ?'* 
Thy time has fled, thy pulfe has ceafed to beat. 

The pleafant light has faded from thine eyes. 
An open grave is yawning at thy feet. 

Above thy head no open paradife* 
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Be warned in time ; to Chrift for refuge fly. 

Shun the broad path of fin without delay. 
Seek life eternal, ere too late thou die — 

O feek it now in this accepted day ! 
One only is there who this life can give. 

He is the Life Himfelf : '' Behold," He faith, 
" He who believes in Me fhall ever live ; 

He who believes in Me fhall not fee death.'* 
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I KNOW IN WHOM I BELIEVE. 

KNOW, Lord Jefu Chrift, God's Son, 
That Thou a Saviour art to me. 

And that m heaven and earth is none 
Whereby we can be faved but Thee. 

On earth Thou giv'ft me joy and peace» 
In heaven eternal blelTednefs. 

To Thee, O Chrift, the Father gave me. 
And wills I fhould be faved by Thee ; 

Therefore I know that Thou wilt fave me. 
Since Thy will doth with His agree: 

Loved by the Father and the Son, 

I know I cannot be undone. 

To ranfom me when I was loft. 

Thou haft poured out Thy precious blood. 
And what hath Thee fo dearly coft, 

I know muft be a mighty good. 
Thou who for me ib much haft done. 
Wilt perfedl what Thou haft begun. 

That I believe Thy bleffed word. 

That I a Saviour fee in Thee, 
And can, believing, call Thee Lord, 

All this the Spirit works in me. 
What He affirms Thou ne'er deni'ft. 
Thou wilt my Saviour be. Lord Chrift, 



Upta SDomestita. 13 

Ah, yes ; it is the Father's love. 
It is Thy blood. Thou Ever-blcft ; 

It is the Spirit from above. 

On which alone my foul doth reft ; 

That Thou, Lord Jefu Chrift, God's Son, 

My Saviour art, the only One ! 
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REJOICE IN THE LORD ALWAYS. 

OUR out all your heart in praifes. 

In the Lord rejoice always; 
Exercife your gifts and graces. 

Tune to Him your fweetcft lays. 
Shall fuch precious gifts be wafted ? 
Shall His goodnefs be untafted ? 
Joy like that which He beftows 
Is a joy which overflows. 




He it is, who joy and gladnefs 

Brought again to this poor earth. 
After all the woe and fadnefs 

Whereto fin had given birth. 
In this barren wafte how precious 
Are the waters which refrelh us ! 
Come, obey the gracious call, 
From this well-fpring drink ye all ! 



Can ye hear unmoved the ftory 
Of the Saviour's lowly birth. 
Which the angels, bright with glory. 
Brought that blefled night to earth ? 
While angelic hofts are finging 
At the news which they are bringing. 
Can your hearts unmoved remain. 
As tho' all had been in vain ? 
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While Jerufalem rejoices 

That her King to her is come. 
Shall alone your hearts and voices 

Still be lifelefs, cold, and dumb ? 
While the people palms are bringing. 
And hofannas loudly iinging. 
Will you dull and mournful ftand. 
Bearing nothing in your hand ? 

See the patience uncomplaining. 
See the love of God's dear Son ! 

Is there anything remaining,* 

Which for you He hath not donei 

That your joy may be o'erflov^ring, 

Hath He ihrunk from undergoing 

Bitter anguilh, fhame, and lofs, 

And e'en death upon the crofs ? 

Is He not triumphant rilen 

From the gloomy grave's dark night ? 
Hath He not burft thro' His prifon. 

To procure us life and light ? 
Lives He not, that He may gladden 
Hearts which fin and for row fadden ? 
To the mourner, " Lo !" He faith, 
" Weep not ; I have conquered death." 

To beflow on us falvation. 

He afcends His Father's throne ; 

Songs are heard of exultation 

Wherefoe'er His name \s Vivqwt^, 
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Conquering and to conquer goeth 
Jefus forth, till He o'erthroweth 
All His foes beneath His feet. 
To await His judgment-feat. 

O what joys Ihall be their dowry. 

Who have loved and known Him here. 

When they fee Him in His glory 
In the clouds of heaven appear ; 

Sweetly will He then reward them 

With the joys He hath prepared them. 

Welcoming and leading them 

To the New Jerufalem. 

Day no more fliall be fucceeded • 
By the gloomy ihades of night; 
Sun and moon Ihall not be needed. 

For the Lamb Ihall be their Light. 
In His brightnefs (hall they wander. 
Full of joy and rapture yonder. 
Gazing on the glory there. 
Which they Ihall for ever Ihare. 

And all this is your pofleffion. 

Thro' the love of Jefus Chrift, 
Who Himfelf for your tranlgreffion 

Freely gave and facrificed. 
And will you, by cold behaviour. 
Grieve fo kind and true a Saviour ? 
Will you fland unmoved, as though 
Nothing to His love you owe? 
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Banifh fuch unworthy fadnefs. 

Ye redeemed of the Lord ; 
Teftify your joy and gladnefs 

By fweet fong and tuneful chord. 
Bring Him^ while on earth yet living. 
Sacrifices of thankfgiving; 
Thus prepared, in heaven fhall ye 
Praiie Him through eternity. 
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I WILL NOT LEAVE YOU COMFORTLESS. 

John xiv. 1 8. 

E give Thee thanks, O Saviour dear. 

That, tho' awhile divided. 
Thou haft not left us fricndlefs here. 

As orphans unprovided. 
With ftrangers in a foreign land. 
Where none our language underftand. 

Our motives and behaviour : 
No, not as orphans are we here. 
For Thou to us art always near. 
Our blefled Lord and Saviour. 

In fpirit Thou art ever nigh — 

O holy blefled nearnefs ! 
Which (hows itfelf, not vifibly. 

But yet with foul-felt nearnefs. 
Thou giv'ft us light in this dark vale. 
And living ftreams that never fail ; 

Our fouls with food provideft; 
And our feint fteps, in every ftage 
Of this our weary pilgrimage, 

Moft mercifully guideft. 

Thou in Thy word art alfo nigh, 

Thyfelf therein revealing; 
And underftandeft well thereby 

To touch our inmoft feeling. 
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Now comforting, correcting now, 
A mighty mailer verfed art Thou 

In every kind of teaching ! 
One word of Thine can heal the fmart. 
Or kindle fire within the heart. 

So powerful Thy preaching I 

Thou in Thy facrament art nigh. 

Wherein we are invited 
To feed upon Thee thankfully. 

By faith to Thee united. 
The heart, that once its precious blood 
Poured out for our eternal good. 

To us is freely offered ; 
What is there that He will not give. 
Who gave His life that we might live. 

And pangs unheard of fufiered ? 

Thou art with us, where two or three 

In Thy Name meet together. 
To pray in faith, from all doubt free. 

To God their heavenly Father. 
Sweet are the hours when thus we meet 
As brethren at Thy mercy-feat. 

With hearts and voices blended; 
A foretafte of the blifs to come. 
When we Ihall reach our Father's home. 

Our painfid journey ended. 

Lord, Thou art with us in the woe 
This cruel world has wrought us ; 

Thou giveft us e'en here below 

The peace Thy blood has bovx^X. \3&* 
c2 
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Though iin» the world> and Satan try 
To threaten us and terrify. 

We bid them all defiance : 
Our peace abideth firm in Thee, 
For none Ihall e'er confounded be. 

Who place in Thee reliance. 

Thou art with us — then why Ihould we 

Be fad, perplexed, and fearful ? 
Thou art with us — then why not be 

In danger calm and cheerful ? 
Why fear affliftion's darkeft night ? 
Why tremble at the rage and might 

Of hell's devouring lion ? 
The Lord of lords, and King of kings. 
Will hide us underneath His wings. 

And bring us fafe to Sion. 

Thou art with us unfeen, but we 

Ere long Ihall ftand before Thee, 
And fee Thee in the majefty 

And brightnefs of Thy glory. 
Then (hall we fee Thee face to face. 
Not darkly, or as in a glafs. 

But full and perfeft vifion. 
O Lord, our guide and guardian be. 
Till of Thy glorious majefty 

We have in heaven fruition. 
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THE PATIENCE OF THE LORD. 

LORD, what forrows paft expreffion 

Thou haft for us already borne ! 
And ftill becaufe of our tranfgreffion 
How often haft Thou caufe to 
mourn ! 
What patience and what loving-kindnefs 

Doft Thou to us poor finners Ihow, 
Who by our fins, negleft, and blindnefs. 
Continue ftill to try Thee fo ! 

O that we better could repay Thee 

The debt of gratitude we owe ; 
More truly love Thee and obey Thee, 

The crofs more gladly undergo ! 
O that our hearts were more decided 

In choofing good and fhunning ill. 
Our words and ways more ftridly guided 

By Thine all-wife and holy will ! 

Lord, were Thy fidthfulnefs not fiirer 

Than ours, alas ! hath been to Thee, 
Thy love more true, more fbong, and purer. 

Than ours was ever wont to be ; 
If Thou hadft ill with ill requited. 

Had mercy not oft flayed the blow. 
Ere on our guilty heads it lighted. 

We muft have periihed long ago. 



22 Upta iDomesttca. 



But Thou art gracious and forgiving. 

Though guilty and ungrateful we. 
Who have fo long a time been living 

In iloth and inadlivity. 
O wake us from our carelefs flumber 

To aftive feith and lively zeal ; 
And let Thy mercies without number 

Prompt us to a6l as well as feel. 

O let our will to Thine be moulded. 

Our hearts drawn up from earth to Thee ; 
Raife up the hands which now are folded. 

Arid nerve with ftrength the feeble knee. 
Let us, like eagles upward foaring. 

Our courage and our ftrength renew ; 
That all the world may fee adoring 

What Thy ftrength can in weaknefs do. 

Give ear, O Lord, to our petition. 

Both for Thy truth and mercy's fake. 
Thy Father's Name, through our condition. 

And Thine own glory are at ftake. 
So Ihalt Thou lilence the blafphemer. 

Who fpeaks againft Thy holy Name ; 
And Ihow that Thou, our great Redeemer, 

Art now and evermore the fame. 
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THANKSGIVING AND PETITJON. 



E give Thee thanks, O Lord, who haft 
To us been ever true. 
For all that is already paft. 
And alfo what is new. 



Paft is the falfe fecurity 

Wherein fo long we lay. 
Till we were kindly called by Thee 

To wake without delay. 

New are the longings and delires 

We feel for things above ; 
Thy grace it is, which now infpires. 

And fills our hearts with love. 

And yet how much remains, alas ! 

Which needs to be made new. 
Ere we refleft, as in a glafs. 

Thine image pure and true. 

Thou who didft make our bofbms glow 

With longings after Thee, 
Prefent Thyfelf to us e'en fo. 

As Thou wouldft have \xa \it. 
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Awake us daily, keep alive 
The flame that elfe would die ; 

Our fpirit, when it faints, revive. 
Our foul, oh ! fanftify. 

Make to the fpirit pleafing what 
The flefh abhors, O God : 

Thy grace makes fweet the bitter lot. 
And light the heavy load. 

Embitter all, be what it may. 
Which fevers us from Thee ; 

Draw us, and we will run the way 
Of life and liberty. 

Do with us what to Thee feems beft. 

So all be done in love. 
To bring us to our heavenly reft. 

Our Father's houfe above. 



•^ 
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THE GOOD NAME. 

HILDREN of God and heirs of heaven, 

A chofen and peculiar race ! 
Behold the title God hath given 
To us, in His abundant grace. 
Let us, while pilgrims on the earth. 
Make this our choice and better part. 
Till of our fbnlhip and new birth 
We have the witnefs in our heart. 

Then all is well, and yet the beft 

And happieft ftate is yet to come; 
For there remains for us a reft, 

A heavenly and eternal home. 
Here we muft wreftle, fiifier, die ; 

Yet courage ! for the time *s at hand. 
When we Ihall reign with Chrift on high 

In our true home and fatherland. 

Then Ihall we go, a holy feed. 

Our promiied heritage to claim ; 
While angels on our foreheads read 

A new name written — God's own name. 
That which by faith, and hope, and love. 

The inner man in life became. 
Shall be made manifeft above, 

Perfed and glorious, yet t\it knva. 
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Rejoice ye, therefore, that your name 

Is written in the heaven above ; 
That to fuch honours here ye came. 

Is due to your Redeemer's love. 
Who truly love, and hope, and truft, 

God in the book of life enrols. 
To take their ftation with the juft. 

The perfefted and ranfomed fouls. 
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WITHDRAW NOT THY HAND FROM 
ME. 

Pfalm xl. 14. 




ITHHOLD not. Lord, the help I crave, 

Forfakc not, nor forgpt me. 
For from the cradle to the grave 
A thoufand foes befet me. 
Alas! Thy child. 
Deceived, beguiled. 
To guide himfelf unable. 
In devious ways 
Of error ftrays. 
Blind, feeble, and unftable. 



But now, my God, I have, by Thee 

So gracioufly invited. 
Found the good way, where I may be 
With Thee henceforth united. 

Yes, I am Thine, 

And Thou art mine — 
I fay it with emotion; 

O leave not me. 

Who cleave to Thee 
With faith and true dcvoxioii. 
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Thou know'ft my heart ; — ah ! leave not mc 

A prey to its devices. 
When it would lead me far fit>m Thee 
Through Satan's artifices. 

Let me, O God, 

Tame flefh and blood. 
And flee all fin and folly. 

That I may be 

Conformed to Thee, 
True, jufl, and pure, and holy. 

We live, alas I in evil days; 

O let Thy Spirit warn me. 
Ere yet the world to her falfe ways 
And practices hath drawn me. 

Unharmed, unflained. 

By Thee fuftained. 
Though threatened, jeered, and taunted ; 

Let me, I pray. 

Hold on my way. 
Calm, filent, yet undaunted. 

To guard and keep me never ceafe. 

From all that is defiling ; 
Preferve me alio from fidfe peace. 
When life is fmooth and fmiling. 

Should dangers rife. 

And me furprife. 
And clouds around me gather. 

Teach me to pray. 

And childlike fay, 
" Help me, my God and Father." 
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Let me throughout my life efteem 

Thy word as precious manna. 
And make Thy Name my conftant theme. 
My fbng and my hofanna ; 
Thy Son alone. 
The gracious throne 
Where I may find compaffion ; 
His precious blood 
My ftrength and food. 
And (hield againft temptation. 

Then take not. Lord, Thy hand away. 

Withdraw not Thy prote^on. 
But grant me to the grave, I pray. 
Thy guidance and diredion. 

At my laft end 

I will commend 
To Thee my foul and ipirit ; 

Then fhall I be. 

My God, with Thee, 
And endlefs joy inherit. 
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MY GOD. 

GOD, my God, juft as I Thee 
Difcovcr in Thy word. 

E'en fuch a God Thou art to me. 
Thy poor weak child, O Lord. 



what a joy it is to me. 
That Thou no other art. 

And that I daily tafte and fee 
Thy goodnefs in my heart ! 

I, full of fin, Thou, full of grace. 
And fuited to my need; 

I, blind and ignorant, alas ! 
Thou, wife in word and deed. 

1 look around, above. Thou art 

Alike both far and near ; 
I lay my hand upon my heart. 
And feel that Thou art there. 



Therefore it is a joy to me. 

That Thou art what Thou art — 

That everything I find in Thee 
To fatisfy my heart. 
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SELF-EXAMINATION IN THE SIGHT 
OF GOD. 

EARCHER of the human heart. 
Probing deep its inmoft part ! 
Vain were all attempts at fcreening 
From Thy fight its hidden meaning; 
Thine all-feeing eye doth fcan 
Every thought of finfiil man. 

Fountain of eternal light! 
Naught is hidden from Thy fight; 
Ere the tongue can make confeflion. 
Known to Thee is my tranigreffion ; 
Better hr Thou know'fl than I 
All my heart's iniquity. 

Holy One! Thy ftcadM gaze 
Every thought of man furvcys ; 
Vainly would he feek to hide it ! 
Oh! what mortal could abide it, 
Shouldfl Thou into judgment bring 
Every fccret hidden thing ? 

Placed before the fearching glance 
Of Thy fhining countenance, 
Stript of all the artifices 
Whereby man the truth difguifes, 
I appear in my true light. 
All I am is in Thy fight. 
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Thou who loveft to impart 
Comfort to the broken heart. 
Thou with whom is plenteous pardon. 
Reft and eafc from every burden. 
Speak the word from Thy high throne, 
** Be Thou comforted, my fon V* 

Clothe me with the wedding-drefs 
Of Thy perfed righteousnefs. 
With Thy ijwdefs robe array me, 
That it may no more difmay me. 
When Thine eye fhall turn on me 
Its all-fearching fcrutiny. 

Give the good for which I pray. 
Take all hurtful things away. 
Heal and keep my foul from evil. 
From the world, the flefh, the devil. 
That it may, made clean by Thee, 
In Thy fight well-pleafing be. 

Make me like a little child. 
Humble, teachable, and mild ; 
Let me " Abba, Father ! " crying, 
With a childlike truft relying 
On Thy love, abide Thy look, 
Blamelefs, and without rebuke. 
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AFTER AFFLICTION. 

Pfalm XXX. 5. 

HE Lord be praifed, that in my heart 
Joy once again is fpringing. 
My path made plain, afTuaged my 
fmart. 
My voice attuned to iinging. 
No more difturbed by grief and pain, 
I joyfully refume the ftrain 
Of praifes and thanldgiving. 

Lord of my life, my fate doth lie 

Entirely in Thy keeping ; 
Thou in the twinkling of an eye 

Canft turn to joy my weeping : 
And Thou haft turned it ; one fweet glance 
Of Thy bright-beaming countenance 

With light and joy has filled mc. 

My heavy heart within me fank 

In that dark hour of (adnefs. 
The world around me feemed a blank 

Without a ray of gladnefi. 
My wonted pleafures, that which lent 
Its beauty to my life, was rent 

And torn from me for ever. 
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Plunged in the loweft depths I lay 

Of forrow and dejection ; 
Tears were my drink both night and day. 

My daily bread — affli6tion. 
It feemed a cordial to my heart 
To keep alive my bitter fmart. 

And every day renew it. 

Faith could not Thee, my higheft Good, 

Embrace for my falvation ; 
My foul, in this defpairing mood, 

Refufod all confolation. 
Thou ftill wert mine; yet how defpifed 
The bleflings left, how highly prized 

What had been taken from me ! 

But God be praifed, who caufed His face 
Once more to fliine upon me. 

And hath the riches of His grace 
So mercifully Ihown me. 

Before His mercy's cheering ray 

The night of darknefs fled away. 
Which fo long brooded o'er me. 

Therefore my heart ihall fing Thy praife 

As long as I am living. 
And tune to Thee my fweeteft lays 

Of praife and of thankfgiving. 
The fong I fing is ever new. 
That Thou art gracious, good, and true. 

Thy mercies everlafling. 



'SrSra iDomtstfca. 



35 



DO THY DUTY FAITHFULLY. 




Y Lord and God, whofe gracious hand 

Hath led me hitherto. 
Whatever duty may command, 

O give me ftrength to do ! 



My duty is, all diligence 
To ufe, and promptnefs too. 

And inftantly the work commence 
I know I ought to do. 

My duty is, that I be true 

And juft to every man. 
And that in all I have to do 

I do the beft I can. 

My duty ! — let that ever be 
My aim from day to day ; 

Nor in too many things let me 
Throw time and ftrength away. 



For ihould my fickle heart regard 
Too many things, the one 

That elfe were eafy would he hard. 
The hard would be ill dotit. 
b2 
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Then help me, that from day to day. 

With bufy hand and true. 
The work appointed me I may 

Unweariedly purfue. 

O let my aim at all times be 
Thy glory. Lord, and praife ! 

Let me in all acknowledge Thee, 
And Thou dired my ways. 
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GOD'S CALL TO REMOVAL. 

HE wifh fb near my heart 

My God hath granted not ; 
He bids me to depart 

From this beloved fpoL 
Yet fince 't is He, I know. 
Who bids me to be gone, 
I am content to go. 

And fay, ''Thy will be done." 

Methought: Here God hath bled 
My bafket and my ftore. 

Here He will grant me reft. 
My weary wanderings o'er. 

In this familiar nook 

I (hall, fecure from harm. 

My litde flock overlook, 
• And cultivate my fkxm. 

Thy hand was here with me. 

My God, to profper all ; 
The firft-fruits bringing Thee 

Both of my field and ftall. 
With joy I rofe by day. 

With joy at night lay down. 
Thou didft my work alway 

With bleflings riclAy cto\NTi. 
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My Lord and King, whofe might 

And wifHom govern all. 
Who doft not out of fight 

Lofe aught, however fmall. 
Since Thou haft bid me go. 

As Thou haft oft before. 
Thou haft for me, I know. 

Some better thing in ftore. 

I go, then, wherefbe*er 

Thy providence commands, 
Myfelf, with eameft prayer, 

Conmiitting to Thy hands. 
I know the time will come. 

When I (hall give Thee praife 
For bringing me fafe home. 

By wife though wondrous ways. 

One thing I afk of Thee, 

That is my only care. 
That Thou wilt be with me 

Both here and everywhere: 
Go with me where I go. 

Be ever at my fide. 
My Friend in weal and woe. 

My Guardian and my Guide. 



«N^Q|^ 
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THE GOOD TREASURE. 

ED by a Father's gracious hand. 

We have each other found; 
He hath the band, the loving band. 

Which binds us clofcly, bound. 
All that the grace of God made thee. 
His goodnefs hath bellowed on me ; 
All that He gave thee ferves to fhed 
New bleffings on my favoured head. 

In filent praife to God above 

My grateful heart I lift. 
And thank Him that I have thy love, 

O thou. His choiceil gift ! 
From day to day, and year to year. 
Experience makes this truth more clear. 
That he a precious thing hath found. 
To whom a faithfld heart is bound. 

A pious heart, which Thou hafl brought, 

O God, to truft m Thee ; 
A loving heart, which Thou haft taught 

To love unchangeably ; 
A heart on which we may depend. 
In weal and woe, till life ihall end ; 
A heart which is ^ft linked to ours 
By love moft ftrong in darkcft. Vvovxi^. 
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Let Him then blcfs thee, who thro' thee 

Hath me fo richly bleft ; 
May bleflings both on thee and me. 

Whatever befaU us, reft! 
In faith, and hope, and love, both one. 
May we our courfe together run ; 
And when our life on earth is o'er. 
Live with the Lord for evermore. 
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THE LORD'S PROTECTION. 

SRAEL'S Keeper, never fleeping. 

Watch o'er us with tender care. 
Who commit to Thy fafe keeping 
Home and hearth with daily prayer : 
Under Thine ahnighty wings 
Keep us fafe from hurtful things. 

Let Thy grace always attend us. 

Keep us ever in Thy fight; 
Mightily from fin defend us. 

Be with us both day and night ! 

fie to us a fhield and fun, 

fie our Life, till life is done ! 

We are here but guefts and ftrangers. 
Thou art everywhere at home ; 

fiar our doors, fecure from dangers. 
When we go and when we come : 
fioth our fouls and bodies keep. 
When we wake and when we fleep. 

Oh, how fafe our habitations 

In the care of One fo true ! 
Never foil Thy fweet compaffions. 

Every morning they are new ; 

And Thy mercies for exceed 

All that we can afk or nfidi. 
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Hallelujah ! praife and glory 
Should be paid by all to Thee ; 

Heart and tongue with joy adore Thee, 
Here and in eternity. 
Where with millions of Thine own 
We ihall ftand before Thy throne. 
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OUR DAILY WORK. 



HEERFULLY to work proceed. 
In God's hand, nor idle (land ; 

In the morning fow thy feed. 
Nor at eve withhold thy hand. 



Look not out for things remote ; 

To the duty nigh at hand 
All thy energy devote : 

They who reap, firft fow the land. 

Idlenefs to penury tends ; 

Diligence is greatly bleft; 
When thy daily labour ends. 

Welcome is the evening's reft. 

What will feil, or what fucceed 
Man knows not until the end ; 

But on every virtuous deed 
Bleffing will, we know, attend. 

To thy daily work proceed 
Cheerfully at God's command ; 

In the morning fow thy feed. 
Nor at eve withhold thy hait^d^ 
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GOOD NIGHT. 

HE ihades of evening chafe away 
The laft faint light of lingering day. 
And night o'er weary nature throws 
Her welcome curtain of repofe. 
May we, good Lord, thb night be bleft 
With balmy fleep and peaceful reft ! 

For all the good Thou haft beftowed, 

Food, raiment, and a fafe abode. 

For ills averted, wants fupplied, 

A thoufand namelefs gifts befide. 

Both heart and tongue ling praife to Thee, 

And give Thee thanks with fervency. 

Impute not. Lord, to us, we pray. 
What we have done amifs this day ; 
We mourn our fin with bitter fmart. 
And fprinkle both our houfe and heart 
With Thy dear Son's moft precious blood. 
To purify and make all good. 

Grant us, O Lord, the reft we need. 
For which the weary eye doth plead ; 
The wakeful watchman's fteady guard, 
The door and window ftrongly barred, 
The warm foft bed, by Thee unbleft, 
Gii^e no true peace nor inward reft. 
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If Thou, O Lord, doft not controul 
The reftlefs movements of the foul. 
The heart mull reel, toft to and fro. 
Like fwelling waves when tempefts blow. 
And many an hour be fpent in vain 
In feeking reft, and eafe from pain. 

Then bring our hearts to reft, and clofe 
Our weary eyes with fweet repofe ; 
Protedl us with Thy mighty power. 
Awake us at the wonted hour ; 
Then ihall we thank Thee with delight 
For Thy fweet gift— a bleifed night I 
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THE WONDERS OF THE SPRING. 

EE, the ipring begins to waken, 

Winter*s fnow and rain are paft ; 
Life, whom Death had captive taken, 
Burfts the bands which held him fall. 
'All again is life and motion. 
Which the winter's fleep oppreft. 
And comes forth, to pay devotion. 
In its vernal beauty dreft. 

Nature everywhere rejoices. 

Wakened by her Maker's breath, 
And a thoufand merry voices 

Roufe her from her tranlient death. 
Life-blood through her veins is flowing. 

O'er her face a rofy light ; 
Trees are budding, flowers are blowing. 

In the valley, on the height. 

Tender flowers, which long retiring 

In their narrow cells had lain. 
Peep their wiftful heads, enquiring, 

If the fpring is come again. 
Choirs of birds, and infedb humming, 

Anfwer with a merry fliout : 
Yes, the fpring indeed is coming ; 

Come, ye little flowers, come out ! ^ 
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Nature puts away her mourning. 

Life is rifen from the dead ; 
Earth puts on her beft adorning. 

And the blue iky finiles o'erhead. 
Come, my foul, with admiration. 

Nature's new-bom wonders fee ; 
God is breathing on creation. 

And a new ipring comes to thee. 
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SMILING THROUGH TEARS. 



HE iky is clouded over. 
The fun is hid from view. 

And douds on clouds fail cover 
The heaven's tranfparent blue. 



And thou! — thy former gladnefs 

And cheerfulnefs are paft ; 
Thy heart is full of fadnefs. 

Thy foul is overcaft. 

The rain has now defcended — 
Hov7 blue the heaven appears ! 

Thy forrow too has ended. 

And imiles break through thy tears. 
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RESIGNATION. 

GIVE Thee back Thine own again. 
With heart religned, tho' aching ; 
What comes from Thee I know is gain. 

The giving and the taking. 
What beft I love, what moft I prize, 
I lay a willing fecrifice. 

My God, upon Thine altar ; 
It came from Thee, and ftill is Thine, 
Thy gift I cheerfully relign. 
Nor doth my faith e'er falter. 

With my free will I give it Thee ; 

I fay not " It is taken;" 
It doth no difcontent in me. 

Nor one hard thought, awaken ; 
A grudging and repining heart 
Would only aggravate the fmart. 

And draw down Thy difpleafure ; 
For what I give Thee, give Thou me 
A larger ihare, my God, in Thee, 

And in Thy heavenly treafure. 

Thou tookeft it ; I know Thou hafl 
Safe lodged with Thee my treafure ; 

And therefore, though my tears flow faft, 
I give it Thee with pleafure. 
E 
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'T is better there than here to be ; 
And ihould I one day come to Thee, 

It will not then repent me. 
That unto Thee I gave the beft 
And deareft treafure I poffeft : 

Ah, no ! it will content me. 

I only afk for faith, while (till 

On this poor earth I linger. 
To take alike the good and ill. 

And fee in a]l Thy finger; 
To blefs Thy name for all Thou doft. 
And put in Thee my fteadfaft truft. 

Whatever may befall me ; 
To call on Thee my daily care. 
And every trial meekly bear. 

To which Thy will may call me. 

O let me. Thou eternal God, 

With this ftrong feith embrace Thee, 
Nor wiih for any other good. 

As long as I poffefs Thee. 
Through all the changes of my life. 
In weal and woe, in peace and fbife. 

In wealth and tribulation. 
Thou ihalt be all in all to me. 
Till I awake, made like to Thee, 

In heavenly transformation. 
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THE SABBATH MORNING, 

WAKE, my heart, this day of reft. 
Day which the Lord Himfelf hath bleft ; 
The merry church-bells feem to fay: 
Come to the houfe of God to-day ! 

Now God declares to thee His will. 
Prepare thy heart, and hold thee ftill ; 
As He will do His work in thee. 
Keep hand and heart from all work free. 

To-day the Lord throws wide His door. 
And gives out bread to rich and poor. 
His precious word. His living bread ; 
Who taftes of this no death need dread. 

To-day the Sower goeth forth 
To fow His feed throughout the earth. 
Which in the heart, where it takes hold. 
Brings forth good fruit an hundred fold. 

To-day the feithful Shepherd leads 
His iheep and lambs to pleafant meads. 
Where tender grafs and herbage grow. 
And ftreams ot living water ftow. 
e2 
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The good Phylician, whole rare (kill 
Can heal all kinds of human ill. 
To-day is ready to impart 
Healing to every broken heart. 

O happy day ! O day of reft ! 
O Sabbath which the Lord hath bleft ! 
The merry church-bells leem to fay : 
Come to the houfe of God to-day ! 
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INFANT BAPTISM. 

RACIOUS God, with what compaffion. 
What delire for our falvation, 
Doft Thou in Thy arms receive us. 
And a Father's bleffing give us ! 
At Thy kingdom's very portals 
Thou doft meet poor erring mortals, 
Cleanfing with Thy word and water 
The believer's fon and daughter ! 

We, alas ! are weak and ailing, 
Powerlefs, helplefs, often failing. 
Born of fleih, from the beginning 
Dying, loft, and prone to finning. 
Purifying us and healing, 
Our fbrgivenefs fweetly fealing. 
Thou beftoweft grace and favour 
In our baptifm's holy laver. 

SteadfafUy Thy word believing. 
To the promife firmly cleaving, 
We prefent this child before Thee ; 
Blefs it alfb, we implore Thee, 
For the promife Thou haft given 
Of an entrance into heaven 
Not the parent only bleffes. 
But the children too embraces. 
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To this child extend Thy favour ; 
Cleanfe it in this holy laver. 
Clothe it with the fjx)tlefs drefs 
Of Thy perfeft righteoufhefe. 
With the Holy Ghoft anoint it. 
Helpers in its need appoint it ; 
Let Thy blefling be extended 
O'er it till its life is ended. 
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PRAYER FOR YOUTH. 

THOU Father of all living. 

But in an efpecial way 
Of the fons who, with thankfgiving, 

Thee from filial love obey ; 
Let their hearts be ever grateful 
For the gifts Thou haft beftowed. 
While they (hun all fin as hatefiil 
'Gainft fb good and kind a God. 

By the Spirit's wife diredtion 

Train them early in the truth : 
They are Ipared much fharp corredlion, 

Who have fought Thee in their youth. 
Let them not prefume too furely 

On their ftrong and healthy fhoot : 
Many a bloflbm prematurely 

Falls before it brings forth fruit. 

Let them to Thy praife and glory 

Trees of Thine own planting be. 
And, though here fb tranfitory. 

Ripen for eternity. 
Let them, under Thy proteftion. 

In Thy vineyard fruitfiil ftand, 
CheriiOi every good affeftion. 

Prune the bad with vigOTOwa VvaxA. 
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Show them early Thy falvation. 

Let them early feck Thy face. 
And Thy gracious invitation 

In their tender years embrace. 
Take them under Thy prote6tion. 

Till their life on earth is o'er ; 
Through a joyful refurredlion 

Lead them to Thy heavenly fhore. 
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REFLECTION AND RETURN. 

H, Lord ! why am I thus ? 

Why this unwonted coldnefs. 
That I no more can pray 

As once with childlike boldnefs ? 
'T is true I ftill appear 
Before Thee as of old. 
But how conftrained my prayer! 
My heart, how dead and cold ! 

Wherein have I tranfgreft. 

That I am fo affrighted. 
And ihun the voice wherein 

I once fo much delighted ? 
Ah ! raile me up again. 

And fliow me what has brought 
My foul to this fad ftate. 

And iuch eftrangement wrought. 

I blame myfelf ; yea, am 

With grief and fhame overtaken. 
That I my firft love have 

So fpeedily forfaken ; 
That I have Med to keep. 

And watch, with jealous care. 
The flame within my breaft 

Thy grace firft kindled xivwt. 
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I have not watched and prayed. 

My heart with care was cumbered ; 
And ib I fell away. 

Grew lukewann, flept, and flambered. 
Through good and ill report 

To Thee I have not cleaved. 
By difbbedience oft 

The Holy Spirit grieved. 

For this it is that Thou 

Thy face from me art hiding. 
And caufeft me to tafte 

The fruit of my backfliding ; 
For this I cannot do 

My work with joy, nor reft. 
As I was wont to do. 

Upon Thy loving breaft. 

I have deferved that Thou 

Not only fhouldft negleft me. 
But from Thy fight'henceforth 

For evermore rejeft me. 
But no; that were indeed 

The death of my poor foul ; 
Then, raife me up again, 

Reftore and make me whole. 

Light of my life, in whom 

Alone my fpirit liveth, 
Whofe mercy hath no end. 

Who all my fin forgiveth. 
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Incline Thine ear to me. 
Extend Thy wonted grace. 

And let me once more fee 
Thy mercy-beaming foce. 



6o 



'Egta Bomesttca. 




BEFORE THE HOLY COMMUNION. 

HAT affeds my heart ? 

Is it joy or fmart? 
That I come a trembling gueft 
To this high and holy feaft. 
Muling on Thy death. 
Sad, yet full of fiuth. 

When I look within, 

I fee fb much fin. 
Such a hoft of paft offences, 
Weakneffes and negligences. 

That the keeneft fmart 

Cuts me to the heart. 



If the finlefs here 

Only can appear. 
Robed in fpotlefs innocence, 
I mull flee from hence. 

And for ever ftay 

From this feaft away. 

But I look to Thee, 

And it comforts me. 
That the finner yet Thou loveft, 
And his guilt and fin removeft. 

Rich in love and grace 

Unto all our race. 
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Yes, with grace divine 

Doth this banquet fhine ; 
To afliire me of Thy pardon. 
And remove my heavy burden, 

Giv'ft Thou — precious good ! 

Thine own flefh and blood. 

This Thou doft for me. 

And I think of Thee 
With the forrow of repentance ; 
Yet rejoicing that the fentence. 

Which was due to me. 

Has been borne by Thee. 

Yes ; this day my heart 

Fill with joy and fmart : 
For my fin let me feel fadnefs. 
For Thy grace and mercy, gladnefs ; — 

Both become the gueft 

At this holy feaft. 
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AFTER THE HOLY COMMUNION. 



THOU, who boldeil in my heart 
The chief and deareft place. 

My life, my peace, my joy who art. 
Who crowneft me with grace ! 



There is not one like Thee, the beft 

And trueft friend to me ; 
The heart can find no real reft, 

Until it refts in Thee ; 

Till Thou its doubts and fears remov*ft. 

And makeft it fecure. 
That the fame love wherewith Thou lov ft 

For ever will endure. 

Relying on Thy word, O Lord, 

I fought Thee and 1 found. 
For firm reliance on Thy word 

With fure fuccefs is crowned. 

Yes, Thee I found, who in my heart 

Doft hold the deareft place. 
My life, my joy, my peace who art. 

Who crowneft me with grace ! 



i^ 
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THE LORD KNOWETH HIS OWN. 




HE Lord His people all 

Doth know and underftand ; 
He knows both great and fmall 

Of every tongue and land ; 
With tender care He watches 
And guards them night and day ; 
He will not let one perilh. 
Nor fell from Him away. 

He knows them by their faith. 

Which, though it fees not, flill 
Believes in all He faith. 

Who is invifible ; 
Which, by the word begotten. 

Doth by the word increafe. 
Before the word bows humbly. 

And in the word finds peace. 

He knows them by their hope. 

Which (bars on eagle-wing. 
And looks rejoicing up 

To Him, their Lord and Eling ; 
Which baiketh in the funihine 

Of His eternal truth. 
The wondrous plant which bloometji 

In green perpetual youth. 
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He knows them by their love, 

Reflefted from His own. 
Which Cometh from above. 

And by its fruit is known ; 
Which pardons faults in others. 

As He hath pardoned theirs. 
Which bleffes thofe He bleffes. 

And bears with thole He bears. 

The Lord doth know His own 

In every land and clime. 
Both great and fmall are known 

To Him in every time ; 
He knows them by their graces. 

Their faith, and hope, and love. 
The work of His own Spirit 

Sent to them from above. 

O Lord, give us this faith 

And fteadfaft truft in Thee ; 
Let hope be bright in death. 

Our love more fervent be ; 
And, at Thy laft appearing. 

Let us at Thy right hand, 
Arrayed in crowns of glory 

And robes of pure white ftand. 
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THE TEARS OF THE LORD. 




HERE yonder mount, with olives clad. 
Rears its high fummit, loud and glad 

The fhouts of joy refbund. 
To whom are fung thofe joyful pfalms. 
For whom are fcattered thofe green 
palms 
And garments on the ground ? 

To Thee it is, O Lord, they fmg. 
To Thee this grateful homage bring. 

And rend with fhouts the air ; 
Yet other thoughts Thy mind employ. 
Thoughts of the finner, not of joy : 

O love how great, how rare ! 

Thou feefl, what they cannot fee 
Who Thy falvation fcorn and Thee, 

The Judge on His white throne ; 
For this Thine eyes with tears o'erflow. 
For this Thy heart is big with woe. 

And inwardly doth groan. 

O longing of the truefl love. 

Which doth Thy foul fo deeply move. 

Thine eyes with teardrops fill! 
This tender pity, e'en for thofe 
Who are, alas ! Thy cruel foes^, 

Thou, Lord, retainefl flill. 



i 
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And nng fweet fbogis ok pnne. 

And yet Thy thoughts now fivily mufe 
On thoie who ftnbbornty refofe 

To hear Thy gracious call ; 
Thoa canft the finner not fbiget, 
Thoa feeft him with fad r^ret 

Raih headlong to his faU. 

In thefe fad tears> behold, O man, 
A love no human thought can {pan, 

Chrift's love for finners fee ! 
O come in penitence to Him, 
That He, who o'er Jerufalem 

Shed tears, may joy in thee. 
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THE REPENTANCE NOT TO BE 
REPENTED OF. 

HOW fweet the fadnefs. 
Soon to end in gladnefs^ 

Of the godly fmart. 
Which we then conceived. 
When we firft believed. 
And firft knew our heart ; 
So perverfc. 
Beneath the curfe. 
Weary of our heavy burden. 
Without peace and pardon. 

How did then refrefh us 
Thy words fweet and precious : 

'* Come, ye fouls diftreft. 
Come with all your burden ; 
I will grant you pardon, 

I will give you reft." 
Thou haft died. 
Been crucified. 
And procured us free falvation 
By Thy death and paflion. 

Such a deep contrition 
For our fad condition 
Waken in our hearts, 
r 2 
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That, our danger feeling. 
We may feek the healmg 
Which Thy blood imparts. 
Nor rejeft. 
Or through negleft. 
And our procraftination, 
Lofe fo great falvation. 
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THE FULNESS OF CHRIST. 




H[ERE is mercy and compaffion 
For the finner that repents ? 
Love, which offers free falvation 

To returning penitents ? 
Where b crimfon guilt forgiven ? 
Who, when death and hell affright. 
Sets before us joy in heaven, 
Everlailing life and light ? 
Chrift, in whom all fulneis is. 
Can alone bellow all this. 

Where is balfam which affuages 

Grief or pain's acuteft fmart ? 
Where is counfel for all ages. 

Comfort for the broken heart ? 
Who revives the faint and weary ? 

Who brings back the fheep that ftray ? 
Who, when long the way and dreary. 

Is our guide, fupport, and day ? 

Chrift, in whom all fulnefs is. 

Can alone bellow all this. 

Who gives joy in tribulation ? 

Who enables us to blefs 
God in every difpenfation. 

And in all to acquiefce I 
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Who the tmft of children gives us. 

Lays us on our Father's breail. 
From all needleis care relieves us. 

Shows us all is for the beft ? 

Chrift, in whom all fiilnefs is. 

Can alone beftow all this. 

Who gives us a childlike meeknefs 

And humility of mind ? 
Calm endurance, ftrength in weaknefs, 

Gentleneis to all mankind ? 
Love, which fhuns no facrifices. 

Prompt to anfwer every call. 
And a heart which fympathifes 

In the joy and grief of all ? 

Ah ! thank Him who will and can 

Give fuch grace to every man. 

Who to us a life hath given 

Over which death hath no power ? 
Who makes us the heirs of heaven. 

And of joys for evermore? 
Who will raife again in glory 

What is here in weaknefs fbwn. 
And the frail and tranfitory 

Clothe with beauty like His own ? 

Ah ! rejoice, for Jefus is 

He who can alone do this. 

Thou who with the Father liveft. 
And whofe prefence all things fills. 

Who to all men all things giveft. 
And in whom all fiilnefs dwells. 
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Oh, how large the invitation 

Which Thou giv'ft to all our race. 

To accept a free falvation. 

And partake of Thy rich grace ! 
Happy he who thus can tafte 
All Thou art, and all Thou haft ! 
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THE CHRISTIAN'S HAPPY STATK 

OW proud is the pofidon 

A Chriftian holds on earth ; 
No rank and no condition 

Can boaft of equal worth. 
No man can rend afunder 
The everlafUng tie ; 
He is by faith — O wonder ! — 
The fon of the Moft High. 

He can, whene'er he choofes. 

Approach a throne of grace. 
For God not one refufes 

Who humbly feeks His face. 
Whatever may betide him. 

Wherever he may roam. 
His Father will provide him 

A happy .welcome home. 

He fees aflembled round him. 

To ferve him and obey. 
The thing? which once had bound him. 

And held with cruel fway ; 
For all things in creation 

Are ordered, night and day. 
To fiirther his falvation. 

And help him on his way. 
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And when his brief probation 

And term of life is fpcnt. 
He builds his expedladon 

On Chriffs own Teftament : 
To all that love and ferve Him, 

A place at God's right hand, 
A heritage and portion 

In his dear fatherland. 
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GIVE ME THY HEART. 

HOU gracious Lord and God, 

From whom comes every bleiling. 
Eternal Fount, from which 

I drink in joys unceaiing ; 
Right gladly would I bring 
Some offering to Thee ; 
But, ah ! I know not what, — 
My God, do Thou tell me. 

" My fbn, give me thy heart ! *' 

*T is even fo Thou fpeakeft ; 
And can it be, that this 

Poor heart of mine Thou feekeft ? 
This heart, fo oft bemoaned. 

As full of guilt and fin. 
So fearful, yet fo bold. 

And fo defiled within. 

And canfl Thou this defire 

Before all other treafure ? 
Here, take it as it is ; 

I give it Thee with pleafure. 
O make it clean and pure ; 

O make it wholly new ; 
O make it, to Thy praife. 

Unchangeable and true. 
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FELLOWSHIP IN THE LORD. 




ITH heart and foul in fweet accord. 
The firft difciples of the Lord 

Dwelt on the earth together; 
And as it was, and as it is. 
Where Thou art prefent. Prince of 
peace. 
So will it be for ever. 
Lord, increafe 
Love and peace ; 
Baniih hate. 
Strife abate ; 
That we may abide in Thee 
Now and through eternity. 

Let us, on growth in grace intent. 
Feed on Thy word and facrament. 

Enjoying fweet communion ; 
Let them our food and life here be. 
That Thou in us, and we in Thee, 
Be joined in clofeft union ; 
So that we 
May in Thee 
Live and grow. 
In weal and woe. 
And our branches intertwine. 
Members of the living Vine. 
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Since Thou to all fuch mercy fhoweft. 
Since Thou on all fuch gifts beftowefl. 

Art patient and forgiving ; 
O let one heart, and mind, and foul. 
Pervade and animate the whole 
Of all Thy members living! 
Let the fame 
Holy flame 
Burn in all. 
Great and fmall. 
And unite in doing good 
All the Chriftian brotherhood. 
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THE BLESSING OF THE BLEST. 




THOU whofe grace firft found us, 
Whofc love our hearts firft won. 

Thou haft with mercies crowned us. 
As none befide hath done. 



Thy mercies bid us blefs Thee, 
Thy mercies bid us pray. 

That others too may praife Thee, 
And underftand Thy way. 

Thy mercies bid us witnefs 
The truth of Thy dear word. 

That all may tafte its fweetnefs. 
And bow before the Lord. 

And fincc Thou wcrt not ftricken 

For us alone, but all. 
Lord, many (ave and quicken, — 

We are too few and imali ! 



cmijj^ 
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GOING HOME. 

PILGRIM for his new abode 

Is making preparation. 
Who long hath clofely walked with 
God 
In joy and tribulation. 
Now faint and weary of his load. 
He pants to reach the bleft abode 

For which he long hath ftriven. — 
His foul is thirfting, God, for Thee ; 
O grant him, grant him foon to fee 
Thy glorious face in heaven. 

Lord Jefus, through death's gloomy night 

This pilgrim foon muft wander ; 
Light of the world, be Thou his light. 

Uphold and guide him yonder. 
In life he walked with Thee; in death 
Do thou receive his parting breath. 

Sweet Reft of weary mortals ; 
Thou wert his Help in life ; be Thou 
His Help and Comforter e'en now. 

Through heaven's eternal portals. 

O Holy Spirit, calm all fear 

About his foul's falvation ; 
And fhow the pilgrim he is near 

His place of habitation. 
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Convince him, when his fins opprefs. 
And fill his foul with bitternefs. 

That Thou his fins forgiveft ; 
And when the icy hand of death 
Chills every fenfe, and fteals his breath, 

" Thou dieft not," fay, " but liveft" 

A higher life awaits thee there 

Than was on earth ailigned thee ; 
Soon wilt thou leave thy load of care 

And earthly grief behind thee ; 
Soon the laft conflift will be o'er. 
Then art thou free for evermore. 

To live in light and gladnefs. 
May God be with thee ! It is done — 
The morning breaks, fhines forth the fun 

Which drives away all fadnefs. 

The pulfe Hands Mi; the filver cord 

Which binds to earth is broken ; 
The words which fet thee free the Lord, 

O ranfomed foul, hath fpoken. 
Thou foareft upward to the fkies ; 
The pilgrim garb forfaken lies. 

Left here with us who mourn thee ; 
A crown of glory and a drefs 
Of everlafling righteoufnefs 

By God's grace now adorn thee. 

Thou haft attained the heavenly prize. 

We here awhile muft tarry ; 
The burden which beneath thee lies 

We flill are doomed to carry. 



8o 
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Yet He who helped thee to the laft. 
Will help us too till life is paft. 

Who have in earaeft flrivcn : 
Thrice happy they, when life is o'er. 
Who meet again to part no more. 

But dwell with Thee in heaven ! 
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WE ARE THE LORD'S. 



E arc the Lord's, whether we live or 
die; 
We are the Lord's, who for us all 
hath died ; 
We are the Lord's, and heirs of the 
Moft High ; 
We are the Lord's, and fhall the Lord's abide. 




We arc the Lord's — to Him, then, let us live. 
With foul and body, both with deeds and words. 

While heart, and tongue, and life aflurance give 
Of this moft precious truth : we are the Lord's! 

We are the Lord's, — fo fhall our hearts ne'er fail. 
For one bright ftar its fteady light affords. 

To cheer and guide us thro' the gloomy vale. 
It is the blefled word : we are the Lord's ! 

We are the Lord's, who will preforve us ftill. 
When none befide Him help to us accords ; 

In death's laft conflidl we will fear no ill. 
Thy word abideth true : we are the Lord's. 



* 
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THE CITY OF GOD. 

Y the holy hills furrounded. 
On her firm bafe fecurely grounded. 
Stands faft the City of the Lord ; 
None fhall rend her walls afunder ; 
Men look on her with fear and wonder. 
And mark who here keeps watch and ward. 
He flumbcrs not, nor fleeps. 
Who His loved Ifrael keeps. 
Hallelujah! 
Happy the race. 
Who through God's grace 
Shall have in her their dwelling-place ! 

Zion's gates Jehovah loveth. 

And with cfpecial grace approveth; 

He maketh faft her bolts and bars ; 
Thofe who dwell in her He blefles. 
And comforts them in their diftreffes. 
Who caft on Him their griefs and cares. 
How wonderful the grace, 
With which He doth embrace 
All His people ! 
City of God, 
How fweet th* abode 
On which foch blcffings are beftowed ! 
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Taught in thee is a falvation 
Unknown to every other nation ; 

There great and holy things are heard. 
In the midft of thee abiding, 
Enlightening, comforting, and guiding, 
Thou haft the Spirit and the Word ; 
There breathing peace around 
Is heard the joyful found, 
Grace and mercy ! 
How fwect that is. 
Which here fpeaks peace. 
There crowns with everlafting blifs ! 

Nations that have never known Thee, 

From the world's end fhall come to own Thee, 

And eagerly to Zion run ; 
E'en to thofo in darknefs fitting 
The Lord fhall fhow, when He fees fitting, 
What once for all the world was done. 
Where is the Son of God ? 
Where is His bleft abode? 
All enquiring. 
Till hr and wide. 
On every Me, 
The Lord is pndfed and napiiML 

Dry year tears, ye hearts nigh broken. 
Of Zion (ball it yet be fpoken : 

^ Hfjw do her dtizeos tncreaStl^ 
Men (ball lee with Uaa aiki votider. 
How God bcolds 2Sirya op, aiki ponder 

Hk Ime and trcrch ¥r\^ Katft ?rroo^t t^. 
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lift ap your heads ! at laft 
The n^t of death has paft 

From the heathen ; 

The day (hall break. 

When they awake. 
And Ifrael then- joy partake. 

Mother thou of erery nation. 

Which here has fought and found falvadon, 

O Ziouy yet on earth fhalt be. 
Hark, what fhouts the air are rending I 
What cries to heaven's gates afcending ! 
All our frefh fprings fball be in thee. 
From thee the waters burfl. 
To flake our burning thirfl. 
HaUelujah! 
From fin and death 
God's own Word faith 
That He alone dclivereth. 




Mi^ctXiumons. 
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THE TRINITY. 

98ag atte SBetd^ett in ber SBelt. 

HE myftery hidden from the eyes 
Of learned men and fages^ 
God hath revealed from the flcies 
In thefe our latter ages : 
' That He alone is King fupreme. 
Wife, great, and good, the Saviour 
Of all who put their truft in Him, 
And humbly feek His favour, — 
One God, and yet three Perfons, 

As Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft, 

The righteous feed adore Him ; 
So named, fo praifed. He is the boaft 

Of all who bow before Him ; 
Of Ifaac, and of Abraham, 

And Jacob, whom He knoweth. 
He is the God, the great I AM, 

Who night and day befloweth 
His gifts, and doth great wonders. 

The Father hath the Son begot, 
Firft-born of every creature ; 

The Son took our weak flefh, but not 
Our finful fallen nature. 
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Both from the Father and the Son 

The Holy Ghoft proceedeth 
From all eternity ; yet none 

In might and power exceedeth. 
All equal, co- eternal. 

See here, my heart, thy precious good. 

Thy pricelefs pearl and treafure ! 
The Friend who bought thee with His blood. 

Of His own will and pkafure. 
He made thee in His image, was 

For thy offences fmitten. 
With true faith fills thee, through His grace 

Doth all thy croffes fweeten 

With His dear word of promife. 

Rife, then, to Him, the ever-bleft. 

And learn to know Him rightly ; 
Such knowledge can alone bring reft. 

And make thy foul bum brightly 
With the pure flame of holy love. 

Which fitteth thee for heaven ; 
For God will fhow thee things above. 

Which here 't is only given 
To hear of, and fee darkly. 

But woe to the ungodly race. 

Who wilfully are blinded. 
Drive God from them, rejeft His grace. 

Impenitent, high-minded. 
On them, alas ! the heavens* gates 

Ere long will clofe for ever ; 



l,5Ta IBomesttca. 89 

For him who God reje6b and hates 
God will rejeft and fever 
From His eternal kingdom. 

Let my petition granted be, 

God of the earth and heaven ! 
That all mankind may turn to Thee, 

And feek to be forgiven ; 
Lighten the eyes by fin made dim. 

The ftray bring back and humble. 
Remove whatever hinders him 

Who through weak faith doth ftumble. 
Loft in the maze of error. 

Grant that we may with fafety pafs 

Through heaven's eternal portals. 
And praife Thee for Thy wondrous grace 

To us poor finfiil mortals : 
There fhall we join the angelic hoft. 

Who evermore addrefs Thee 
As Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft, 

And with loud anthems blefs Thee, 
The Triune God, Jehovah ! 

Paul Gerhardt. 
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I. ADVENT. 

fSBarum ttjitt|l bu braupcn jlc^en. 

HEREFORE doft Thou, blefl of Goc 

Stand without and dwell afar ? 
Deign to make me Thine abode, 
Jefu, bright and morning ftar. 
Thou my joy, and friend indeed. 
Help in time of utmoft need. 
Come, my Saviour, and relieve me 
From the wounds which deeply grieve me ! 

Theie deep fears the iron yoke 

Of the law hath made in me. 
Oft, as with a hammer's ftroke, 

Crufhing e'en my ftrongeft plea. 
O how terrible the wrath 
Of my God and Judge, who hath 
Pierced me with a voice of thunder. 
Rending heart and reins afunder ! 

Satan, too, his wiles doth ply. 

And denieth me all grace. 
As tho' I muft ever lie 

In his own accurfed place ; 
And what even worfe than this 
Fills my cup with bitternefs — 
My own confcience doth fore fmite me. 
And with fengs of venom bite me. 
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If, to eafj my grief of mind. 

And to qucncli the hidden fire, 
I fhould join the wordly kind, 
Lo, I plunge into the mire ! 
There is comfort, but no peace, 
Joy which makes my pains increafe. 
Help whicli makes my burdens double. 
Friends who laugh at all my trouble. 

All the world hath is, at moft. 
Empty chaff which flies away ; 

Have I grandeur ? 't is foon loft ; 
Have I riches ? what are they 

But a heap of fordid earth ? 

Have I pleafure ? what is 't worth ? 

What gives joy to-day, to-morrow 

Difappointment brings and forrow- 

Jefus Chrift, in Thy fweet grace 

All I find that I can need ; 
Comfort, joy, a refting-place. 

Where I may fecurely feed. 
Lighten me. Thou fource of light. 
Ere my heart be broken quite ; 
Comfort, ftrengthen, and revive mc, 
Nor of Thy fweet fight deprive me. 

Heart, rejoice that thou art heard ; 

Jefus comes to fup with thee ; 
He draws nigh thee : fpeak the word ; 

J^t Him quickly welcomed be. 
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Make all ready for the gueft. 
Wholly give thyfelf to reft ; 
Open all thy foul's diftrefles. 
Tell Him all that pains or preiTes. 

See'ft thou not that all goes right. 
Where thy feet were wont to flip ? 

Hear'ft thou not with rich delight 
Words of honey from His lip ? 

The old dragon mull refrain 

From attempts he fees are vain. 

And muft, forely bruifed and wounded. 

Flee to his abyfs confounded. 

Sweet is now thy life to thee ; 

All thou wilt is thine, and more : 
Chrift who gave Himfelf for thee 

Lays His riches at thy door. 
Thy crown's jewel is His grace. 
And thy heart His dwelling-place ; 
Bound by bonds which none can fever. 
He is now thy fpoufe for ever. 

Paul Gerhardt. 
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II. ADVENT. 

SBie folC td^ bid) empfangen ? 

: ORD, how fhall I receive Thee, 

Thou joy of all the earth. 
What entertainment give Thee 
Befitting Thy great worth? 
O kindle, Jeiii, Jefu, 
Thy lamp within my bread. 
And (how me how to pleafe Thee, 
And entertain Thee beft. 

When Sion came to meet Thee, 

She ftrewed Thy way with palms. 
And I would alfo greet Thee 

With joyful fongs and pfalms ; 
My heart, frefh trophies bringing 

To fcatter on Thy way. 
Shall break forth into finging. 

And praife Thee night and day. 

What comfort have I wanted 

Thy pity could beftow. 
When foul and body panted 

Beneath their weight of woe? 
When from me had been taken 

My dream of earthly blifs. 
Thou cameft to awaken 

A better joy than this. 
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When left to pine and langui(h 

In bonds and mifeiy, 
'T was Thou who faw'ft my anguifh> 

And came to fet me free. 
Thou raifedft me to honour. 

And gav'ft me riches too. 
Which fly not from their owner, 

As earthly riches do. 

Naught, naught but true compaflion. 

And pure unbounded love. 
Drew Thee, for our falvation. 

From Thy bright realms above ; 
A love which comprehended 

Within its wide embrace 
A world which had oflFended, 

The fins of all our race. 

Let this be plainly written. 

Ye mourners, on your heart. 
When it is forely fmitten. 

And wrung with keeneft fmart ; 
Fear not, nor be deje6led. 

Your Helper is at hand. 
The Saviour long expefted 

E'en at the door doth (land. 

Ye need not fo beftir you. 
And labour day and night. 

As though to draw Him near you 
By your own ftrength and might. 
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He comes. He comes with healing 

For all the countlefs woes 
Which human hearts are feeling. 

Whereof He fb well knows. 

Nor need the fins which grieve you 

Your trembling fouls appal ; 
No, Jefus will forgive you. 

His grace can hide them all. 
He comes to bring falvation 

To every contrite heart. 
On earth fweet confolation. 

In heaven a better part. 

What though the proud blafphemer 

Both threats and wiles employ, 
A word from your Redeemer 

Shall him at once deflroy. 
He comes. He comes with glory 

And majefty arrayed. 
Great kings (hall bow before Him, 

His foes all flee difmayed. 

He comes to judge the (comers 

Who have defpifed His grace. 
And comfort pious mourners 

Who humbly feek His face. 
Ah ! come, fweet Sun, and light us 

To thofe bright realms above. 
And with Thyfelf unite us. 

Who art all Light and Love. 

Paul Gerhardt. 
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CHRISTMAS SONG. 

Luke ii. 15. 

^ommt unb laft um ©^rifhtm e^rcn. 
« 

RING to Chrifl your beft oblation. 

Grateful hearts, and adoration. 

Join in fongs of gratulation, 

Chriftian people, on this day. 

Sin and Hell may look aftounded. 
Death and Devil be confounded; 
We, in whom grace hath abounded, 
Cail all griefs and fears away. 

See the precious gift God giveth ! 
Hb own Son, who ever liveth ; 
He who in His name believeth 

Shall be favcd thro' His grace. 

O how great was His compaflion. 
Thus to come in human ^fhion. 
And to vifit with falvation 

Our poor fin-polluted race ! 

Jacob's ftar, delired for ages. 
Guides from far the Eaflern fages ; 
The old Dragon fumes and rages. 
When he fees the woman's feed. 
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Long we fat in bitter anguilh. 
In a dungeon left to languifh : 
Jefus comes our foe to vanquifh, 

Burfts our bonds, and we are freed! 

Blefled hour ! when fuJl confeffion 
Firft we made of our tranfgreffion. 
And obtained a free remiffion, 

Jefus, thro' Thy precious blood. 

Smile upon us, heavenly Stranger, 
Cradled in a lowly manger. 
Bring us from this world of danger. 
To Thyfelf, our Lord and God. 

Paul Gerhardt. 
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A SONG OF PRAISE. 

^ottt' id) mtincm ®ott nid^t fingen? 




WILL fing my Maker's praifes 
And in Him moft joyful be. 
For in all things I fee traces 

Of the good He meaneth me. 
Nothing elfe bu*^ love could move Him, 
With fuch fweet and tender care 
All who try to ferve and love Him 
Evermore to raife and bear. 
Earthly things are for a day, 
God's great love abides alway. 

As an eagle fprcads her feathers 

O'er her young, fecure from harm. 
So the Lord His people gathers. 

And proteds them with His arm. 
He who life and being gave me 

Even in my mother's womb. 
He fhall ever guard and fave me 

From the cradle to the tomb. 
Earthly things are for a day, 
God's great love abides alway. 

Yea, fo dear did He efteem me. 

That the Son He loves fo well 
He hath given to redeem me 

From the qiienchlefs flames of hell. 
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Well of life, that (pringeth ever! 

Sea of love that hath no ground ! 
Fruitlefs were my beft endeavour 
Depths of love like Thine to found. 
Earthly things are for a day, 
God's great love abides alway. 

God His Spirit to inllruft me 

In His holy word hath given. 
That He fafely may conduct me 

Through this weary world to heaven ; 
He my heart's dark chambers filleth 

With the clear pure light of faith, 
. And thereby e'en hell He llilleth. 
And deftroys the power of death. 
Earthly things are for a day, 
God's great love abides alway. 



Part II. 

All which for my foul is needful 

He will carefuDy provide. 
Nor of that is He unheedful 

Which my body needs befide. 
When my ftrength cannot avail me- 

At the beft a broken reed — 
God appears : He will not fail me 

In the hour of utmoft need. 
Earthly things are for a day, 
God's great love abides alway. 
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When I fleep He ftill is near me. 

O'er me refts His fleeplefs eye ; 
And new gifts and bleffings cheer me. 

When the morning ftreaks the fky. 
Had not God's fweet angel hovered 

Over me to fhield and blefs. 
Surely I had not recovered 

Out of many a fore diftreis. 
Earthly things are for a day, 
God's great love abides alway. 

As a father ne'er removeth 

All his love from some laft child. 
But the prodigal ftill loveth. 

Yearning to be reconciled ; 
So my many fins and errors 

Find a tender pardoning God, 
Who doth not with penal terrors 

Chaften them, but with the rod. 
Earthly things are for a day, 
God's great love abides alway. 

All His blows and fcourges truly 

For the moment grievous prove. 
And yet, when I weigh them duly. 

Are but tokens of His love : 
Proofs that He is watching o'er me. 

And would by the crofs and rod 
From this wicked world reftore me 

To my Father and my God. 
Earthly things are for a day, 
God's great love abides alway. 
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On this thought I dwell with pleafure : 

After war there cometh peace, 
ChrilFs crofs hath its time and meafure. 

And at lafl will wholly ceaie : 
When the winter difappeareth. 

Summer comes with flower and leaf. 
So to him who waits and beareth 

Joy ere long fhall follow grief 
Earthly things are for a day, 
God's great love abides alway. 

Since, then, neither change nor coldnefs 

In His precious love can be, 
Lo, I lift my hands with boldnefs. 

As a child I come to Thee. 
Grant me grace, O God, I pray Thee, 

That I may with all my might 
Love and truft Thee, and obey Thee, 

All the day and all the night; 
And when this brief life is o'er. 
Love and praiie Thee evermore. 
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SUMMER SONG. 

@e^' aul/ metn J^tr^, unb fuc^ greub'. 

O forth, my heart, nor linger here 
In this fweet ieafbn of the year. 

When God His gifts difpenies ; 
See how the gardens in their beft 
For you and me are gaily dreft. 
And ravifh all the fenfes! 

The trees are Handing ftJl of leaves; 
The dully earth her carpet weaves 

Of herbage green and tender ; 
The tulip and narciffus glow 
With hues not Solomon could fliow 

In all his regal fplendour. 

The lark mounts fin^g to the ikies; 
The dove forfakes her clefts, and flies 

To fhady groves and alleys ; 
The richly-gifted nightingale 
Enchants the world with her fad tale. 

And fills woods, hills, and valleys. 

The clucking hen leads forth her brood. 
The fwallow brings her young ones food. 
The ilork her houfe pte^^xt\)i\\ 
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The fbong fleet flag, the roe more light. 
Comes bounding from his mountain height, 
And to the plain repaireth. 

The brooks are purling thro' the fand. 
On either fide the myrtles fland. 

And fling a cooling fhadow ; 
The fhepherd and his flock hard by 
With tinkling bells and merry cry 

Move flowly o'er the meadow. 

The bufy, perfevering bees 

Dip in the flowers, and thread the trees. 

In fearch of precious honey ; 
The vine's fweet fap new vigour gains. 
Flowing like life-blood through the veins. 

When fides grow warm and funny. 

The golden com now waxes flrong. 
Whereat alike both old and young 

Praife God with cheerful voices. 
Who giveth us abundant food, 
And with fo many a precious good 

The heart of man rejoices, 

I may not and I cannot refl — 
God's goodnefs wakens in my breafl 

Such gratitude and pleafure : 
I, too, mufl bear a grateful part. 
And pour out praiie from my full heart 

In overflowing meafure. 
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Methinks, if God fb gracious be. 
And deals e'en here fo lovingly 

With us poor erring mortals. 
How glorious muft the manfions be. 
Where we fhall dwell eternally 

Within His golden portals. 

What light will burft upon mine eyes. 
What joy in God's own Paradife ! 

How will the air be ringing 
With the fweet fongs of Seraphim, 
Who with one heart and voice to Him 

Are hallelujahs fining ! 

Ah, had I reached that bleft abode I 
Ah, that I flood e'en now, my God, 

Bearing my palms before Thee ! 
Then would I like the angels raife 
A thoufand anthems to Thy praife. 

And with fweet pfalms adore Thee, 

Nor will I, while I here remain. 
And bear this yoke of flefh, refrain 

From praifes and thankigiving ; 
My heart, in this and every place. 
Shall never ceafe to praiie Thy grace. 

As long as I am living. 

Blefs me with bleilings from above. 
And caufe the fruits of faith and love 
To grow in me and flouriih ; 
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O may the fummer of Thy grace 
Make fruitful each unfruitful place^ 
And every virtue nourifh ! 

Make for Thy Spirit ample room,* 
That thus I may for ever bloom. 

Like plants which root have taken : 
O let me in Thy garden be 
A flouriihing and righteous tree. 

Which never fhall be fhaken ! 

O may 1 grow each day more wife. 
And ripen for the Paradiie 

To which my fteps are halting : 
So fhall I ever (erve Thee here. 
And, when I die, ftill ferve Thee there. 

In glory everlafting. 

Paul Gerhardt. 
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MORNING HYMN. 

^te gfilbne @onne. 

OLDEN and glorious, . 
Strong and victorious. 
All joy and gladneis. 
Scattering fadnefs, 
Riies the Sun with his life-giving rays ; 
Still as the dying 
My members were lying; 
But now upfpringing. 
With joy I am tinging. 
Gazing around me with wonder and praife. 

Mine eye furveyeth 

What God difplayeth 

Of His great glory 

Spread out before me. 
Teaching how great are His wifdom and might ; 

To His faints fhowing 

The home where they 're going. 

Peacefully quitting. 

When God fees it fitting, 
£arth's clodng (cenes, as they fade from their fight. 
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Let us all finging. 

And to God bringing 

Our choiccft treafure. 

To do Him pleafurc. 
Offer a iacrifice fweeter than lambs : 

Heartfelt contrition. 

And cheerful fubmiffion. 

Songs of thankigiving. 

And fruits of good-living 
PJeafe Him far better than incenfe of rams. 

Evening and morning, 

Sunfet and dawning. 

Wealth, peace, and gladnefs. 

Comfort in fadnefs, 
Thefe are Thy works, all the glory be Thine ! 

Times without number. 

Awake or in flumber. 

Thine eye obferves us. 

From danger preferves us, 
Cauling Thy mercy upon us to fhine. 

All here is dying. 

Groaning, and fighing ; 

God doth not alter. 

Nor His word falter. 
Built, like His will, on immutable ground : 

His love remaineth. 

His grace never waneth. 

Soothing and healing 

The pains we are feeling. 
Keeping us now and eternally found. 
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Father, O hear me ! 

Pardon and fpare me ! 

Quench all my terrors. 

Blot out my errors. 
That by Thine eyes they may no more be fcanned. 

Order my gomgs, 

Diredl all my doings ; 

As it may pleafe Thee, 

Retain or releafe me ; 
All I conmiit to Thy fatherly hand. 

Wilt Thou, to try me. 

With all fupply me 

Nature requireth. 

Or heart deiireth ; 
Whifper this counfel of love in my bread : 

God, the moft holy. 

Dwells with the lowly j 

God is the pureft. 

The trueft, the fureft, 
And of all treafures the nobleft and bed. 

Or fhouldft Thou give me 

Wormwood to grieve me. 

Griefs to diftrefs me. 

Burdens to prefs me. 
Welcome whatever Thy word hath decreed ! 

My kind Phyfician 

Knows well my condition. 

That which will hurt me. 

Or heal and convert me ; 
God will not chaflen us more than we need. 
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Griefs of God's fending 

Soon have an ending ; 

Clouds may be pouring. 

Wind and wave roaring; 
Sunfliine will come when the tempeft has paft. 

Joys ftill increafing. 

And peace never ceafing ; 

Fountains that dry not. 

And rofes that die not. 
Blooming in Eden, await me at lad. 

Paul Gerhardt. 
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TRUST IN GOD. 

3fl ®ott ffir mid), fo trctc. 

F God Hiinfelf be for me, 
I may a hoft defy. 
For when I pray, before mc 

My foes confounded fly. 
If Chrift, the Head, befriend me. 
If God be my fupport. 
The mifchief they intend me 
Shall quickly come to nought. 

This I believe — yea, rather. 

Of this I make my boaft. 
That God is my dear Father, 

The friend who loves me moft ; 
And that, whate'er betide mc. 

My Saviour is at hand. 
Through ftormy feas to guide me. 

And bring me fafe to land. 

I build on this foundation. 

That Jefus and His blood 
Alone are my falvation. 

The true eternal good ; 
Without Him, all that pleafes 

Is valuelefs on earth ; 
The gifts I owe to Jefus 

My love alone arc worth. 
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His Holy Spirit dwcUeth 

Within my willing heart. 
Tames it, when it rebelleth. 

And foothes the keeneft (mart ; 
He crowns His work with bleffing. 

And helpeth me to cry 
" My Father " without ceafing 

To Him who dwells on high. 

And when my foul is lying 

Weak, trembling, and oppreft. 
He pleads with groans and fighing 

That cannot be expreft ; 
But God's quick eye difcerns them. 

Although they give no found. 
And into language turns them. 

E'en in the heart's deep ground. 

To mine His Spirit fpeaketh 

Sweet words of foothing power. 
How God for him that feeketh 

For reft, hath reft in ftore ; 
There God Himfelf prepareth 

My heritage and lot. 
And tho' my body weareth. 

My heaven ihall fail me not. 
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Part II. 

Who clings with refblution 

To Him whom Satan hates, 
Muft look for perfecution. 

Which never here abates : 
Reproaches, griefs, and lofles. 

Rain fail upon his head, 
A thoufand plagues and croiTes 

Become his daily bread. 

All this I am prepared for. 

Yet am I not afraid ; 
By Thee (hall all be cared for. 

To whom my vows were paid : 
Though life and limb it coft me. 

And all the earthly ftore 
Which once fo much engrofled me, 

I love Thee all the more. 

Not fire, nor fword, nor thunder. 

Shall fever me from Thee ; 
Though earth be rent afunder. 

Thou 'rt mine eternally : 
Not hunger, thirft, nor danger. 

Not pain, nor pinching want. 
Nor mighty princes' anger. 

My fearlefs foul fhall daunt. 
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No angel, and no gladnefs^ 

No throne, nor pomp, nor fhow. 
No love, no hate, no fadnefs, 

No pain, no depth of woe. 
No fcheme of man's contrivance, 

Tho* it be great or fmall. 
Shall draw me from Thy guidance. 

Not one of thefe, nor all ! 

My merry heart is fpringing, 

And knows not how to pine ; 
'T is full of joy and finging. 

And only fees funfhine : 
The Sun whofe fmiles fo cheer me 

Is Jefus Chrift ; to fee. 
And have Him always near me. 

Is heaven itfelf to me. 

Paul Gerhardt. 
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THE CRUCIFIXION. 

O JQaupt oott 95rut unb SQSuntcn ! 

H ! Head fo pierced and wounded. 

So full of pain and fcorn ; 
Ah ! Head, in jeft furrounded 

With a fharp crown of thorn ! 
Ah ! Head, once wreathed with glory. 
And bright with Ihining rays; 
Now mocked and (corned — before Thee 
I bow in filent praife. 

Blcft foce, in which were blended 

Such majefty and might. 
That when Thou waft offended 

The whole earth Ihook with fright ; 
But now, how changed and faded ! 

Ah ! who hath dimmed the light 
Of thoie fweet eyes, and fhaded 

Their day in fallen night ? 

Thofe cheeks, how wan and withered. 

Which once with beauty glowed ! 
Thofe lips, how pale and livid. 

From which fuch grace once flowed ! 
Pale Death hath thus bereft Thee, 

His power this thing hath done ; 
Therefore Thy ftrength has left Thee, 

Thy beauty all is gone ! 
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What Thou haft. Lord, endured. 

Is all my guilty load; 
*T is I whofe fins procured 

What Thou haft borne, my God ! 
The wretch who ftands before Thee 

Deferves" this wrath, alas ! 
O grant me, I implore Thee, 

The fight of Thy fweet grace. 

Ah ! wilt Thou then not own me ? 

Receive me, O my God ! 
What good haft Thou not done me, 

Thou fource of every good ! 
Thy mouth with milk hath fed mc. 

And food which never cloys ; 
Thy bleifed Spirit led me 

To ftreams of pureft joys. 

O Lord, my foul's true lover. 

What blifs doft Thou beftow. 
By making me difcover 

My weal in Thy fad woe ! . 
While all are Thee forfaking, 

I will with Thee abide ; 
And when Thy heart is breaking, 

I will not leave Thy fide. 
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Part II. 

With all my heart, O Jefus, 

I thank Thee, beft of friends, 
Whofe death and paflion frees us 

From death that never ends : 
O grant that I may ever 

Abide, dear Lord, in Thee ; 
Nor let e'en death e'er fever 

My faithful foul from Thee. 

When I depart, be nigh me. 

Nor e'er depart from me. 
Nor, when I die, deny me 

The ftrength I need from Thee; 
And when death's pains ihall feize me. 

And chill me to the heart, 
O may Thy forrows eaie me. 

Thy pains relieve my fmart. 

Appear for my proteftion 

From fin and Satan's wiles. 
While on Thy crucifixion 

I fix my dying fmiles ; 
Then will I, calm and truflful. 

Yield up to Thee my breath. 
Rejoicing, yet not boaftful. 

O happy, happy death ! 

Paul Gerhardt. 
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EVANGELICAL OBEDIENCE. 

Gal. ii. 20. 

es ift nid)t fd^wet/ ein Shrift ju fepn. 

O be a Chriftian is not hard, methinks. 
Led by the Spirit's fweet conftrain- 
ing force ! 
For though weak nature (huns the crofs, 
and ihrinks 
From daily conflidl in her arduous courfe. 
Almighty grace herfelf maintains the ftrife, 
Secure of vi6lory and eternal life. 

We only need to aft the infant's part. 

Which leans confiding on its mother's breall ; 

We only need to truft the Father's heart. 
Who fondly yearns to fee His children bleft. 

Difmifs all doubt, all flavifli fear difcard. 

Love will make eafy what before was hard. 

Thy Father only alks, of thee thy heart. 
That He may it with heavenly graces fill ; 

Thy God inflidls not willingly one fmart. 

Thy troubles (pring alone from thine own will. 

Then crucify that foe to thy true peace. 

Self-will deftroyed, thy troubles all will ceafe. 

Shake boldly off the felf-tormenting load. 
Whereby thy heart is needleflly op^reft.-. 
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Stir up thy mind to adive ^th in God, 

When fear and doubt lie heavy on thy breafi ; 
Say ** Father, look in mercy on my griefj" 
And lo, 't is done ; He hears, and grants relie£ 

PofTefs thy foul in patience, at thy call 
If God appear awhile to hide His face. 

Or fhouldil thou through thy frailty ofttimes fall, 
Confefs thy fault, and feek for pardoning grace : 

He will with joy receive His erring fbn. 

Blot out thy fins as tho' they were not done. 

Keep fafl thy truft in God, and hold thee ftill. 
When clouds and darknefs gather round thy head ; 

Thy loving Father cannot mean thee ill. 

The florm and tempefl need infpire no dread ; 

Yea, though no ftreak of light thou canft perceive 

In the dark clouds, fear not, but flill believe. 

Then fhall the light in darknefs rife on thee. 
And thy falvation fhine forth bright and dear ; 

What thou believedfl thou fhalt plainly fee. 
Revealed and prefent, Chrift difpels all fear. 

Sec, then, my foul, how greatly he is bleft 

Who is a Chriftian, of true faith pofTeft ! 

Up, then, my foul ! why linger and delay ? 

Go to thy Father, fearlefs of the rod. 
Enjoy fwcet refl and peace, and from this day 

Live in communion childlike with thy God. 
Call all thy care on Him who cares for thee, 
Thy fcrvicc now is perfcft liberty. 

C, F. RiCHTER. 
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MY GOD IS TRUE. 

®ott ift gctrcul 

y God is true ! His heart, a Father's 

heart. 
Can not foriake His own ; 
My God is true, in eaie alike and 

fmart. 



He is my joy alone. 
He hides me fafe beneath His wings ; 
Though earth be moved, my heart ftill lings 

My God is true ! 

My God is true ! He is my trueft friend ; 

This I believe and know. 
That He will keep and fave me to the end 

From my relentlefs foe. 
He will endue my foul with power 
In my temptation's darkeft hour. 

My God is true ! 

My God is true to all that He hath faid ; 

He is my Light and Guide ; 
By Him to life eternal fafely led, 

I cannot err or Hide. 
God is no man that He fhould lie. 
Or His own promife falfify. 

My God is true ! 
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My God is true, and dealeth ^therly 

In everything He doth ; 
His fweet defign is to improve and better me 

In joy and forrow both : 
Afflidion faith and patience tries. 
And ftrengthens them by exercife. 

My God is true ! 

My God is true ! He fent His own dear Son 

For my eternal good, 
To purge my fins, and for my guilt atone 

By His moft precious blood ; 
He gave His Son to die, left we 
Should perifh everlaftingly. 

My God is true ! 



My God is true ! He whom I ferve and love 

All my foul needs will give ; 
He calls me to His own bright heaven above. 

He wills that I fhould live. 
He bids me comfort find in Chrift, 
The Lamb for finners facrificcd. 

My God is true ! 

My God is true, and His parental eye 

Doth over me keep guard ; 
He takes delight in my profperity,. 

Or, if my lot be hard. 
He doth Himfelf my burden bear. 
And bids me caft on Him my care. 

My God Is true ! 
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My God is true ; and now what lacks, my foul. 

To make thy joy complete ? 
Be true to God ; and fear not, altho* full 

The world be of deceit ; 
Its envy and its hate (hall tend 
To thy true welfare in the end. 

Thy God is true ! 

Thy God is true ; forget not, O my heart. 

How fweetly true He is ! 
And fince by Him fo dearly loved thou ait. 

Let thy truth be like His ! 
Cleave thou to Him with (leadfaft faith. 
And thou (halt find in life and death 

That God is true ! 

£. LlEBICH. 



i^m^ 
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I LOVE CHRIST THE CRUCIFIED. 

2)er am ^rcuj ift meinc Zithe, 

ORE than all the world belide, 
I love Chrift the Crucified ! 
May I love Him to the end. 
As my beft and trueft friend ! 
In the hour when I am glad. 

When my heart is grieved and fad. 

Both in joy and forely tried 

I love Chrift the Crucified. 

'T is not hidden from my eyes 
What the love of Chrift implies : 
Perfecution, fcorn, and pain 
Often follow in its train. 
Poverty, with all its ills. 
Death itfelf, if Jefus wills. 
Come what may, whate'er betide, 
I love Chrift the Crucified. 

Better far endure all thefe. 
And my Lord and Saviour pleafe. 
Than poffefs the empty toys 
Which the worldling calls His joys. 
What tho' men fhould call me mad. 
When I fhun what Chrift forbad ? 
Though they hate me and deride, 
J love Chrift the Crucified. 
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If the world fhould wifh to know 
Whence my flrength and courage flow. 
How fucceisfid war I wage 
With the flefh and Satan^s rage, 
'T is becauie I feel fecurc 
That His love is fweet and fare. 
What can I defire befide ? 
Chrifl is mine, the Crucified. 

Such a love hath its reward. 
Brings us home to our dear Lord, 
At whofe right hand are in (lore 
Countlels joys for evermore. 
Ah ! would God, would God that all 
Who themfelves His fervants call. 
In their hearts would this infcribe — 
I love Chrift the Crucified! 

Gredjng. 
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FOR A QUIET HEART. 

@o]S)n beg aSatcr§/ ^err ber @lf)rcn. 

ORD of glory, God's dear Son, ' 
Let this thing for me be done. 

Which of all things I need mofl : 
Let fweet peace and gentle reft 
Spring up in my troubled breaft. 
Oft by anxious fears oppreft. 
Sorrowful and tempeft toft. 

Thou wouldft me in every place 
With the precious words of grace 

Inexpreffibly rejoice ; 
But the world's diftrafting din 
And the deadening power of lin 
Will not let the fweet found in 

Of the Saviour's ftill fmall voice. 



Fain like Mary would I lit. 
Heavenly Matter, at Thy feet. 

Drinking in Thy words of love ; 
Vanity and proud felf-will. 
Soul and body— hufh ! be ftill ! 
Come, beft Friend, my whole heart fill 

With the wifdom from above. 

A. Knapp, 
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THE REMEDY FOR SIN. 

Gal i. 5» 7 ) Rom. vi. 6. 

Sefu^ bcinc ticfen SBunbcn. 

WHAT precious balm and healing, 

Jefus, in Thy wounds I find. 
Every hour that I am feeling 
Pains of body and of mind. 
Should fome evil thought rulh in. 
And provoke my foul to lin. 
Thoughts of Thy deep wounds from finning 
Keep me ere its firft beginning. 

Should fome lufl or (harp temptation 
Prove too fl:rong for flefh and blood, 

Lo, I think upon Thy pafiion. 

And the breach is foon made good. 

Or fhould Satan prefs me hard. 

Thinking I am off my guard, 

"Chrift," I fay, "for me was wounded," 

And the Tempter flees confounded. 

If the world my heart entices 

On the broad and eafy road. 
And doth by its felfe devices 

Silence every thought of God ; 
When the heavy load I fee. 
Which, dear Lord, was Jaid on Thee, 
I can ftill each wild emotion. 
Calm and bleft in my devotion. 
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Yes, whate'er may pain or grieve me. 
Thy dear wounds can make me whole ; 

When my heart links, they revive me. 
Life pours in upon my foul. 

May Thy comfort render fweet 

Every bitter cup I meet. 

Thou who by Thy death and paflion 

Haft procured my foul's falvation ! 

Lord, on Thee alone I ftay me ; 

Safely hid beneath Thy wing. 
Death can neither hurt nor flay me — 

Thy death took away his fting. 
That I may in Thee have part. 
Comfort, ftrengthen, heal my heart. 
Light, and life, and love beftowing. 
All from Thy free mercy flowing. 

Well of life, if Thou art nigh me. 
Springing deep within my heart. 

When the laft dread hour fliall try me, 
I can feel no inward fmart. 

IflhidemyfelfinThee, 

Not a foe can injure me : 

He fliall overcome who hideth 

In Thy wounds, and there abideth. 

JoH. Heermann, 

1 585-1647. 
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CHRIST THE ROCEL 

Job xix. 25, 27. 

3efu§ meine 3ut>erftd)t. 

HRIST the Rock on which I build. 
And my Saviour, ever livcth ! 
Should not he with joy be filled 

Who this blefled truth belicveth, 
Tho' the night of death may bring 
Some dark thoughts upon its wing? 

. Jefus lives and dwells in blifs. 

Where I fhall, with joy redoubled, 
Klnow and fee Him as He is : 

Why, then, fhould my heart be troubled ? 
Can the Head forfake the limb. 
Nor the members draw to Him ? 

By iweet hope's endearing band 

Clofely to the Lord united, 
Holdmg fail by faith's ftrong hand 

Him to whom my faith is plighted, 
I may challenge death to fever 
Links which thus are bound for ever. 

I fliall fee Him with the light 
Of mine eyes, and not another's. 
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While the beatific fight 

Kindles love beyond a brother's ; 
Imperfeftion and decay 
Shall from me be done away. 

Here doth all creation groan. 

There it fhall rejoice with iinging ; 

That which here is earthly fbwn. 

Bright and heavenly there upfpringing ; 

Here with frailty ftill allied, 

Perfedt there and glorified. 

Then take comfort, be right glad, 
Chriil His members iafcly keepeth ; 

Let not, then, your hearts be fad. 
He fhall wake the duft that fleepeth. 

When the trumpet's thrilling found 

Rings throughput the cleaving ground. 

Smile at darknefs and defpair. 

Death, and Hell, and Satan fcofning ; 

Chrifl fhall meet you in the air 
In the refurredlion morning. 

And fhall grief and weaknefs caft 

Underneath your feet at lafl. 

Raife your hearts from things below. 
Earth's poor joys and hollow laughter. 

That ye may be His e'en now, 
Whofe ye hope to be hereafter ; 

Send your hearts to heaven before. 

Where ye would be evermore. 

L. H. C. VON Br ANBBNBURG . 1 6 1 7- 1 667, 



i 

Z 


Mi 

m 



Ugra Bomesttca. 129 



THE THRONE OF GRACE. 

SDlcin 3efu/ bcm tit @erap^)incn. 

Y Jefus, whom the ieraph hoft 

Serve with veiled faces, when they 
ftand 
In flaming brightnefs at their poft. 
To execute Thy high command ! 
How fliall weak eyes of flefli, made dim 

By fin and error's hateful night. 
Bear the fiill blaze encircling Him 
Who dwells in unapproached light ? 

Yet to the eye of faith, O Lord, 
Grant entrance to Thy holy place ; 

That I be faved, and Thou adored. 
Let me be quickened by Thy grace. 

look upon my foul which bows 

With downcaft eyes before Thy throne ; 
Say " Thou art my beloved fpoufe. 
Thee have I chofen for Mine own." 

Show mercy to the heart which long 
For Thy fweet mercy, Jefus, fighs ; 

My very foul hath found a tongue. 
And earnelUy for mercy cries. 

1 know Thou canft not, gracious God, 

Spurn the poor beggar from Thy heart. 
For whom Thy blood fo richly flowed. 
To wafli his fin, and heal his fmart. 
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I cling to Thcc with Pith's embrace. 

And mercy fervently entreat ; 
Turn, righteous King, O turn Thy face 

To the poor (inner at Thy feet. 
Cleanfed by Thy wounds and juflified. 

The Judge is jufl, the finner free — 
Not only pardoned, but Thy bride. 

Since I am reconciled to Thee. 

O let Thy wiidom be my guide. 

Nor take from me Thy blef&d light. 
While Mercy, fmiling at my fide. 

Enables me to walk aright. 
Thus, tho* a pilgrim, may I fUll 

My heavenly road in peace purfiie. 
According to Thy word and will. 

Love in my heart, heaven in my view. 

Reach me Thy weapons from on high. 

Strengthen mv weaknefs with Thy might. 
That I in faith may live and die, 

Tho' craft and flrength againft me fight ; 
So in and by me fhall be fpread 

The kingdom of Thine own dear Son, 
Till all the members join their Head, 

And glory ends what grace begun. 

Yes, yes, my heart fhall Thee embrace, — 
Choofe it, O Lord, for Thine own throne ; 

Haft Thou from love Thy dwelling-place 
Forfakcn, and Thy heavenly crown ? 
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So honour Thou my heart and ways. 
That I myfelf Thy heaven may be. 

And when this earthly houfe decays. 
Take me to heaven to dwell with Thee. 



I mount to Thee on wings of feith, — 

O ftoop Thou down in love to me ; 
Be this my joy in life and death. 

That my whole foul is full of Thee. 
Thee will I honour, love, and fear. 

With the laft throb of parting breath ; 
And when I ceafe to ferve Thee here. 

Love (hall be flronger ftill than death. 




i 
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PEACE AND JOY IN JESUS CHRIST. 

3efU/ metne ^reube. 

ESUS, my chief pleafure, 
Jefus, my heart's treafure, 

Matchlefs pearl of grace! 
Long my heart hath panted. 
And hath weUnigh fainted. 
To behold Thy fece. 
Lamb who died, behold Thy bride ! 
O what tie can e'er be nearer? 
Who than Jefus dearer ? 

When the tempeft rages. 
In the Rock of ages 

I will lafely hide ; 
Tho' the earth be fhaking. 
And all hearts be quaking, 

Chrift is at my fide. 
Lightnings flafh, and thunders crafh ; 
Yea, tho' fin and hell afTail me, 
Jefus will not fail me. 

Hence, deluding pleafure ! 
Jefus is the treafure 

To my heart mofl dear. 
Hence, vain pomp and glories ! 
To your flattering ftories 

I will lend no ear. 
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Grief and ]ofs, fhame, death, the crofs, • 
Though they may afflid^, fhall never 
Me from Jefus fever. 

Hence, ye empty bubbles, 
Self-inflided troubles, 

Vaniih from my fight ! 
Sins, which once could bind me. 
Get ye all behind me> 

Come not to the light. 
Pomp and pride, your faces hide ! 
Hence, ye brood of fin and folly, 
I renounce you wholly. 

Flee, ye (hades of fadnefs ! 
Chrift, the Prince of gladneis. 

Comes with me to fup. 
He may joy difcover. 
Who is Chrift's true lover. 

In the bittereft cup. 
Welcome crofs, reproach, and lofs. 
Thou art ftill my confolation 
In all tribulation. 

JOHANN FrANCK. 
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COMFORT IN DEATH. 

aSenn mctn ©tfinblctn t)or]S)anben tft 

INE hour appointed is at hand. 
Lord Jefu Chrift, attend me ; 
Bcfidc my bed, my Saviour, ftand. 

To comfort, help, defend me. 
Into Thy hands I will commend 
My trembling foul at my lafl end^ 
How fafe in Thy fweet keeping ! 



1 
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Countlefs as fands upon the fhore. 
My fins are thronging. round me; 

But though they grieve and wound me fore. 
They cannot yet confound me. 

My fins are numberlefs, I know. 

But o'er them all Thy blood doth flow. 
Thy wounds and death uphold me. 



Lord, Thou haft joined my foul to Thine 
In bonds no power can fever ; 

Grafted in Thee, the living Vine, 
I fhall be Thine for ever. 

Lord, when I die, I die to Thee, 

Thy precious death hath won for me 
A life that never endeth. 
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Since Thou haft riien from the grave. 

The grave can not detain me ; 
" Chrift died,"—" Chrift rofe again," to iave ; 

Thefc words (hall ftill fuftain me. 
For where Thou art, there I (hall be. 
That I may ever live with Thee ; 

This is my joy in dying. 



To Thee, Lord Jefu Chrift, I will 
With arms outftretched betake me ; 

I fleep in Thee, and reft fb ftill. 
No mortal man can wake me ! 

For Jefus Chrift, God's Son, I wait. 

To open me the heavenly gate. 
Which leads to life eternal. 

NicoL. Hermann. 1651. 
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MORNING HYMN. 

sRorgenglanj bar 6n>ig!ett. 

OME, Thou bright and morning ftar. 
Light of light, without b^inning. 
Shine upon us from afar. 

That we may be kept from finning ; 
Drive away by Thy clear light 
Our dark night. 

Let Thy grace, like morning dew 

Falling foft on barren places. 
Comfort, quicken, and renew 

Our dry fouls and dying graces ; 
Blefs Thy flock from Thy rich florc 
Evermore. 

May Thy fervent love deflroy 

Our cold works, in us awaking 
Ardent zeal and holy joy 

At the purple morn's firft breaking : 
Let us truly rife, ere yet 
Life has fet. 

Ah! thou Day-flar from on high. 
Grant that at Thy next appearing. 

We who in the graves do lie 

May arife. Thy fummons hearing ; 

And rejoice in our new life. 
Far from flrife. 
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Light us to thofe heavenly fpheres. 
Sun of grace in glory fhrouded ; 

Lead us through this vale of tears 
To the land where days unclouded, 

Pureft joy, and perfed peace 
Never ceafe. 

C. Knorr von Rosenroth. 
1636-1689. 
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EVENING HYMN. 

2>er Sag ifl t^uL 

HE day is gone. 

And left aJone, 
I long for that bleft morrow. 
Which fhall fet me wholly free 

From all care and fbrrow. 



The night b here. 

Oh ! be Thou near. 
With Thy bright lamp, O Jefus ; 
From the night of fin and death 

Speedily releafe us. 

The fweet funlight 
Fades from my fight : 

Eternal, uncreated. 

Sun, break forth, and fhine on me 
Who fo long have waited. 

Whatever doth move. 

Below, above. 
Now from its work repofes : 
Show me. Lord, Thy work in me. 

Ere mine eyelid clofes. 
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When fhall the day 

Abide alway. 
By night no more fuccecded ? 
When the day of days arife. 

Where no fun is needed ? 

To Salem then 

No more again 
Her funlight fhall be miffing ; 
For the Lamb (hall be her light. 

Her eternal blefling. 

Oh ! were I there ! 

Where all the air 
With joyous founds is ringing ; 
Where the faints are evermore 

*' Holy, holy!" finging. 

Jefu, my Reft! 

Thou ever bleft ! 
Oh ! help my poor endeavour ! 
Let me, in Thy glorious light. 

Shine before Thee ever. 

JoH. Anast. Freylinghausen. 
1670-1739. 
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JERUSALEM THE GOLDEN. 

D Serufatem/ tie f(IS)6ne, 

JERUSALEM, the golden. 
City of the King of kings. 

Where the Seraph hoft, unwearied. 
Holy, holy, holy, fings ; 

When fhall I in yon bright fpheres 

Join thy happy worfhippers ? 

Muft I ftill a weary pilgrim. 

Full of conflidl, worn with ftrife. 

Share with my afflidled brethren 
All the woes and cares of life. 

Where our ftrength, before its day. 

Oft by tears is worn away ? 

Would that I might foon behold Thee, 

Jefu, Jefu, my foul's friend. 
In the paftures green of Salem, 

Where all tears and fighing end ! 
Where I fhall — O glorious fight ! — 
Gaze on God in perfed light. 

From this land of foes and flrangers 

Lead me fafely by the hand. 
Joyful to efcape all dangers. 

To my own dear fatherland. 
Where the living waters fpring. 
Satisfying, comforting. 
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Sweet abode, which God hath chofen. 

Full of beauty, full of grace ! 
O that I had wings to bear me 

Quickly to thy dwelling-place. 
Where is neither day nor night, 
Chrift the fun which gives it light! 

But if I muft longer tarry. 

Toft on life's tempeftuous fea. 
Where the ftormy billows drive me 

Through fuch fhoals of mifery ; 
Ah, let hope, in crofs and pain. 
Still my anchor fure remain ! 

Never fhall I fink or perifh. 

While the Lord is at the helm ; 
Raging billows cannot drive me. 

Nor my little bark o'er whelm ; 
Sail may fplit, and maft may break, 
God will not His own forfake. 

F. K. HiLLER. 1662- 1726. 
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THE SOUTH SEA ISLANDER'S DREAM. 




SLEPT, and in my deep I dreamed 

A hill before me lay. 
Which like a mighty barrier ieemed 

To interrupt my way. 



Its lofty fummit touched the fkies. 

Its bafe the (hades below. 
And as I gazed, it ieemed to rife. 

And fliU more threatening grow. 

An icy flillnefs o*er me flole. 
And thrilled through every fenfe. 

While doubt and horror filled my foul 
With agony intenfe. 

In fore diftrcfs I called aloud 
To God in fervent prayer. 

And fuddcniy I faw a cloud 
Glide (lowly through the air. 



And out of it there came a drop. 
Like blood of crimfon hue. 

Which fell upon the mountain- top 
As foft as Hcrmon's dew. 
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And lo ! the mountain pafled away. 

And vanifhed from my fight. 
Like wreaths of mift at break of day 

Before the morning light. 



Beyond it lay a fniitfal land 

With rivers deep and wide. 
Which rolled upon the golden fand 

Their clear and cryflal tide, 

Befide them goodly trees endued 

With healing virtue grew ; 
And flowers with ravifhed eyes I viewed 

Of every fcent and hue. 

* 

And there his fheep a fhepherd fed 

In paflures green and fair. 
And unto living fountains led 

With ever-watchfiil care. 



" Good Shepherd, well I know Thee now ! * 

With ardent voice I cried ; 
** Thou art my Lord and Saviour, Thou 

The Lamb, the Crucified ! " 

The mountain was the load of guilt 

Which on my confcience lay ; 
The drop, the blood of Jefus, fpilt 

To wafh my fins away. 
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My guilty foul, O Lord, renew 
In that all-cleanfing ftieam. 

That thus the vifion may be true. 
And not a fleeting dream. 
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SANCTIFIED AFFLICTION. 



ORD of mercy and of love. 

Hear Thy fervant*s fervent prayer. 
Look in pity from above. 

For on Thee I caft my care. 



Bitter anguifh rends my foul. 
Pain afflifls its frail abode ; 

Thou alone canft make me whole — 
Thou, my Saviour and my God. 

Thou alone canft medicine give 
To aiTuage my achii^ fmart; 

Thou canft bid the finner live. 
Thou canft heal the broken heart. 

Thou canft make the ftubbom will 
Bow fubmiflivcly to Thine ; 

Thou canft draw out good from ill. 
And the water turn to wine. 

Blefs and fan6lify this crofs. 
Pity and relieve my pain. 

And convert the prefent lofs 
Into everlafting gain. 

L 
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May this trial's fearching fire 

Through the grace of God impart 

New affe6lions, and infpirc 
Holinefs of life and heart ! 



Thus the wife refiner tries 
Precious metals in the fire. 

And with care the heat applies. 
As the various ores require ; 

Till he fees, with praftifed eye. 
That his work is quite complete. 

And no longer makes them lie 
Underneath the burning heat. 

For within the molten mafs 
He perceives his image fhine. 

As refle6led in a glafs. 
Holy, heavenly, divine. 

Oh, how fweetly faith can refl. 
E'en beneath the chaftening rod. 

When fhe leans upon the breafl 
Of a true and loving God ! 

Love, not anger, fhe difcerns 
In the hand that deals the blow. 

And a fweet fubmiffion learns 
Even in the fires to fhow. 
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Though fhe walks the gloomy vale 
By the Ihades of death o'erfpread. 

Still her courage doth not ^il. 
Still no evil doth fhe dread. 



For the Lord is at her fide. 
Lighting up the darkfome way j 

His fure Word is ftill her guide. 
And Hb rod her ftaff and flay. 




LX 
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UPWARD AND ONWARD. 

Ifalah xl. 31. 

PWARD and onward. 

Heavenward and funward, 
Rifes the lark, as he joyoufly fings ; 
With mufic thrilling 
All the air filling. 
Bearing a mefTage of praife on his wings. 

Like this Aveet finger. 

Let us not linger. 
Clinging and cleaving to earth's weary fod ; 

But upward fpringing. 

Our tribute bringing. 
Strive to draw nearer and nearer to God. 

Upward and onward. 

Heavenward and funward. 
Soars the ftrong eagle, his flight fpeeding on ; 

With heart that quails not. 

With eye that fidls not. 
Steadily fixing his gaze on the fun. 

So our hearts railing. 

Singing and praifing. 
Looking to Jefus, the Sun of the foul ; 

Our ftrength renewing, 

Our way purfuing. 
Let us prefs on tiU we teacYv v\i't\stY^x.%^^. 
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BEREAVEMENT. 

Pfalm XXX. 5. 

NDED is thy life's brief ftory. 
Fled for ever forrow's night. 
On thine eyes has burft the glory 
Of the everlafting light. 



But, alas ! 1 ftill am fhrouded 
In the gloomy pall of night ; 

All my faireft profpedls clouded. 
On my fweeteft joys a blight. 

Yet, my foul, take courage ; tarry — 
Tarry thou His leifure ftill, 

Whofe defigns cannot mifcarry. 
Who educes good from ill. 

Wait with patience for the morrow. 
Day already fbeaks the fides ; 

Soon will end the night of forrow. 
Soon the day of joy arife. 



«^ 
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BURY THY DEAD. 

URY thy dead, thy loved ohes 
Deep in thy bofom hide. 
That they, tho' dead, may ever 
Alive in thee abide. 



So fhall with thee thofe loved ones 

Rife up each day anew. 
With thee, Hke blefled angels. 

The path of life purfue. 

Bury thine own life alfo. 

In fome true bofom hid. 
That fo thou mayeft likewile 

Be living e'en when dead. 

From the German. 
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CHRISTIAN BROTHERHOOD. 




LORD, who taught to us on earth 

This leflbn from above. 
That all our works are nothing worth, 

Unlefs they fpring from love; 



Send down Thy Spirit from on high. 
And pour in all our hearts 

That precious gift of charity. 
Which peace and joy imparts : 

The healing balm, the holy oil 
Which calms the waves of ftrife. 

The drop which fweetens every toil. 
The breath of our new life. 

Without this blefled bond of peace 
God counts the living dead : 

O heavenly Father, grant us this 
Through Chrift, the living Head ! 

Let all who love the Lord join hands 
To aid the common good. 

And knit more clofe the facred bands 
Of Chriftian brotherhood. 
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Heal our divifions, baniih hate 

From lips which fhould fpeak peace. 

Let jealoufy and flrife abate. 
And only love increafe. 

Make all Thy paftors one, O Lord, 
In heart, and mind, and fpeech. 

That they may fet forth Thy pure Word, 
And live the life they preach. 

Let all hold faft the truths whereby 
A Church muil (land or ^1; 

In doubtful things grant liberty. 
Show charity in alL 

Thus fhall we to our fecred name 

Our title clearly prove. 
While e'en our enemies exclaim, 

" See how thefe Chriftians love.** 




W| 
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PSALM XX. 

AY the Lord an anfwer fend 
thee 
In the conflift's trying hour ; 
Jacob's mighty God defend 
thee. 
And His name be thy ftrong tower ! 

2. Help thee from His fandluary. 
Out of Zion ftrengthen thee ! 

3. May He call to mind with favour 

All thy gifts, thy prayers, and cries. 
And for its fweet-fmelUng favour 
Pleafed accept thy facrifice ! 

4. All thy heart's beft wifhes blefs. 

Crown thy counfels with fuccefs ! 

5v We will joy in thy falvation. 
And in battle's clofe array, 
High the banners of the nation 
In Jehovah's Name difplay : 
All thy heart's defires fulfil. 
Grant thee all thy mind and will. 

6. Now I know for His anointed 
God falvation will command ; 
And wiU help His king appointed 
With the flrength of His right liand. 
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7. Some in horfe and chariot boafl. 
We in God put all our truft. 

8. They on arms of flefli are calling, 

But the Lord for us will fight; 
See, they bow, already falling ! 

But we rife, and Hand upright. 
Save us. Lord, our fhield and ftay. 
Hear us, whpn to Thee we pray. 
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PSALM xxm. 




HE Lord is my fhepherd ; what 

then can I need ? 
Where the paftures are greeneft 

He m^th me feed ; 
And leads me with tcndereft care 
by the fide 
Of waters that foftly and filently glide. 

3. *Tis He that reftoreth my foul when it itrays. 
And leadeth me forth in His own righteous ways; 
And this He has done for His Name's fake alone. 
That the praife and the glory may all be His own. 

4. Though the valley and fhadow of death I ihould 

tread. 
My heart fhall not fail me, no evil I dread ; 
For ftill will the Comforter be at my fide. 
His flaff fhall fupport me. His rod be my guide. 

5. In fight of mine envious enemies. Lord, 
Thou ipreadeft before me a fumptuous board ; 
My head Thou anointeft to honour mc more. 
With bleflings unnumbered my cup runneth o'er. 

6. Thy goodnefs and mercy in all that I do 
My fleps like a fiiadow fiiall ever purfue ; 

And in the Lord's houfc I will fpend all my days 
With fongs of thankigivingand anthems of ^^^<<t* 
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Hgra idomeMka. 



PSALM XXXII. 




LEST man! whofe fms are all 

forgiven. 
And covered from the v^rath of 

heaven! 
To whom the Lord imputes no fin. 



Whofe fpirit bears no guile within. 

For while in lilence I fuppreft 
My confcious guilt within my breafl. 
With inward groaning all the day 
My very bones confumed away. 

For without cealing, night and day. 
Thy heavy hand upon me lay ; 
Like grafs by heat of fummer burned. 
My moifture into drought was turned. * 

Then I confeft, nor aught denied ; 
I faid, " My guilt I will not hide," 
And ftraightway Thou forgaveft me 
The depth of mine iniquity. 

For this the godly man fhall pray 
To Thee in the accepted day ; 
Then, though the floods around him roll. 
They fhall not reach his peaceful foul. 
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7. Thou, my fure ark, my place to hide, 
Shalt fave me from the threatening tide : 
And round about fhalt compafs me 
With fongs of joy and liberty. 

8. Yc children, come, and I will fhow 
The way wherein ye ought to go ; 
Lend you the guidance of mine eyes. 
And teach you to be truly wife. 

9. O be not as the horfe and mule, 
Whofe mouth the bit and rein muft rule, 
Becaufe they will not underftand. 

Nor yield to the perfiiafive hand. 

10. Grief upon grief, and woes on woes. 
The ftubborn finner (hall enclofe ; 
But him that doth in God confide 
Mercies embrace on every fide. 

I T . Ye righteous, in the Lord rejoice. 

And fmg to Him with cheerful voice ; 
All ye who are in heart upright. 
Sing to the Lord with all your might. 



158 



%5ra iDomes^ttca. 



PSALM XXXIII. 



EJOICE in the Lord, 

Ye righteous, for well 
The juft it becomes 
His praifes to tell. 
O chant ye loud anthems 
Of praife to the Lord, 
With pfaltery, viol. 
And fweet decachord. 




O fing to the Lord, 

A new fong now fing ; 
Exert all your Ikill, 

Sweep loudly the firing. 
The word of Jehovah 

Is righteous and true. 
And what He has promifed 

He furely will do. 



Both judgment and right 

Are loved of the Lord ; 
The earth with His gifts 

Of mercy is flored. 
The word of Jehovah 

The heavens hath made ; 
Their hofls by the breath 

Of His moutk He arrayed. 



1.5ra Bomestita. 159 



7. The waves of the fea 

He binds as a heap : 
In ftorehoufes vaft 
He lays up the deep. 

8. O let the earth tremble 

In fear of His law. 
And all its proud dwellers 
Stand filent with awe. 

9. He fpake, and they were ; 

He gave the conunanJ, 
And faft in their place 

And order they (land, 
I o. The Lord brings the counfeis 

Of heathen to naught. 
Of none effed maketh 

The people's mad thought. 

1 1 . The will of the Lord 

Shall ever (land fure ; 
The thoughts of His heart 
For ever endure. 

1 2. How bleft is the nation 

Which ferves God alone. 
Yea, blefled the people 
He chofe for His own ! 

1 3. The Lord looketh down 

With flumberlefs eyes ; 

1 4. The dwellers on earth 

Beholds from the fkies. 
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1 5. Their hearts He doth hShion, 

Alike every one ; 
He knows and confiders 
The works they have done. 

16. A king is not (aved 

By ftrength of a hoft ; 
A giant in vain 
Of ftrength maketh boaft. 

17. T were vain for our ^ety 

To truft in a horfe ; 
He cannot deliver 
By ipeed or by force. 

1 8. The eyes of the Lord 

Are over the meek. 
Who lean on His grace 
Becaufe they are weak ; 

19. Their fouls to deliver. 

Their fpirits revive. 
And keep them in feafons 
Of famine alive. 

20. Our foul waits on God, 

Our buckler and aid ; 
Our hearts joy in Him, 
On whom we have flayed. 

21. O Lord, let Thy mercy 

On us ever be. 
According as ever 
Our hope is in Thee. 
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PSALM XLII. 

S pants the hart for water-brooks. 
My foul with eameft yearning 
looks 
For God, the living God : 
Oh! when (hall I behold Thy 
face. 
And tafle refrefhing ftreams of grace 
Within Thy bleft abode ? 

Tears are my meat both m'ght and day. 
While they with taunts unceafing fay. 

Thy God, where now is He ? 
Now when I think upon thefe things. 
My foul in fecret communings 

Pours out itfelf to Thee. 

For I had often at their head 
The multitude rejoicing led 

Unto Thy houfe of prayer ; 
With the glad voice of joy and praife. 
With them who kept the holy days, 

I loved to worfhip there. 

O why, my foul, art Thou depreft. 
And why art thou within my breaft 

So full of heavinefs ? 
Hope thou in God : for I (hall live 
My grateful thanks to Him to give, 

Whofe look falvation is. 
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6. My God, my foul is vexed fore, 

I will remember Thee, therefore. 
And all Thy goodnefs ftill : 
From Jordan's plain, and from yon heights. 
The mountains of the Hermonites, 
And Mizar's little hill. 

7. Deep imto deep aloud doth call. 
While waterlpouts, with ceafelefs foil. 

Stir up the depths below : 
Lord, all Thy waves and billows roll 
With deafening tumult o'er my foul ; 

Woe follows upon woe. 

8. But God will fend me from above 
His meffenger of peace and love 

To viiit me by day ; 
His fong ihall be with me by night. 
And to the God of life and light 

I will not ceafe to pray. 

9. To God, my rock, with earneft cry 
I thus will fay, " My God, O why 

Haft Thou forgotten me ? 
O why do I thus mourning go. 
Arrayed in fable garb of woe. 

Through my foe's tyranny?" 

10. As with a fword within my bones. 
With cutting taunts thefe cruel ones 
My mifery deride ; 
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While daily thus they fay to me. 
This God of thine, where tarries He, 
Where doth He now abide ? 

II. O why, my foul, art Thou depreft? 
And why fo fad within my breaft ? 

In God hope patiently : 
For I fhall praife Him yet, whofe grace 
Gives health and gladnefs to my face. 

My very God is He. 
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